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Cooke's Evition, 
F 0.2 4:07 Nos otia vitz ; 
| Solamur Cantu, Stat. 
T Bear me, ye friendly pow'rs! to gentler ſcenes, 


To ſhady bow'rs and never-tading greens, 

Where the ſhrill trumpet never ſounds alarms, 
Nor martial din is heard, nor claſh of arms--- 
Here grant me, heav'n! to end my peaceful days, 
And ſteal myſelf from life by flow decays 

Draw health from food the temp'rate garden yields, 
From fruit or herb, the bounty of the fields 
With age unknown to pain or forrow bleſt, 

To the dark grave retiring as to reſt 5 

While gently with one figh this mortal frame 
Diſſolving, turus to aſhes, wheace it came. 


Poem on Seat of War. 


- —— — 
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EPISTLES, IMITATIONS; 
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Free from the luſt of wealth and glittering ſnares 
That make th' unhappy Great in love with cares, 
Me humble joys in calm retirement pleaſe, 

A filent happineſs and learned eaſe. 

Deny me grandeur, heaven! but goodneſs grant: 
A king is leſs illustrious than a faint----- 

O heaven! by what vain paſſions man is ſway*d! 
Proud of his reaſon, by his will betray'd, 

Boldly he wanders in purſuit of vice, 

And hates confinement tho' in Paradiſe ! 
Doom'd, when enlarg'd, inftead of Eden's bow'rs 
To rove in wilds, and gather thorns for flow'rs: 
Between th? extremes direct he fees the way, 
Yet wilful ſwerves, perverſely fond to ſtray. 


Epiſile to My, Fenton. 
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LIFE OF BROOME. 


— 


ILLIAM BROOME, the author of the fol- 
lowing Poems, was born in Cheſhire, but of 
the time and place of his birth, or the incidents of 
the early part of his life, no authentic intelligence can 
be obtained, — further than that he was educated upon 
the foundation at Eaton, and ſent by his friends from 
thence to St. John's College, Oxford; where, by their 
aſſiſtance, he was maintained till he entered into or- 
ders. He had acquired at College the reputation of 
being an excellent Greek ſcholar, and difcovered ſuch 
a propenſity for verſifying, that his intimate acquain- 
tance familiarly called him the Poet ; but he evinced 
very little knowledge of men and manners, till by en- 
tering into ſocial life, he ſhook off the ruſt of the 
ſchools. | 
The firſt work of importance which he wieder, 
was a proſe tranſlation of Homer's Iliad, in conjunc- 


tion with Ozell and Oldiſworth, but what part of the 
_ verſion was allotted to him, or what benefit accrued 


from the joint labours of the tranſlators is not known, 
though, in the opinion of Toland, a literary character 
of eminence in that day, it was held Jes to the 
production of Pope. | 
Broome was afterwards introduced at Sir John 
Cotton's, at Madingly in Cambridgeſhire, to the ac- 
quaintance of Pope, who entertained ſo high an opi- 
nion of his abilities, that he engaged him to ſelect ex- 
tracts from Euſtathius, for notes to the tranſlation of 
the Iliad; and in the _—_— of Poems publiſhed un- 
3 


6 xxx OF BROOME. 
der the title of “ Pope's Miſcellanies,” ſeveral of his 
early pieces was inſerted; - 

But Pope and Broome were to be yet more - cloſely 
connected; for the ſale of the Iliad being very rapid, 
it gave encouragement to à verſion of the Odyſſey; 
and Pope, to eaſe himſelf of the toil, obtained the aſ- 
ſiſtance of Fenton and Broome, - and taking only hal 

the work upon himſelf, divided the other half between 
his coadjutors, gave four books to Fenton and eight. 
to Broome, Fenton's books we have enumerated in 

his life; the ſecond, fixth, eighth, eleventh, twelfth, 
ſixteenth, eighteenth, and twenty-third, fell to the lot 
of Broome, together with the burden of writing all 
the notes. The aſſociates executed their parts with 
ſuch ability, that even the judges of Poetry have ne- 
ver been able to diſtinguiſh their books from thoſe of 
Pope. 

Dr. Johnſon 38 that as this tranſlation is a 
very important event in poetical hiſtory, the reader has 
a right to know upon what grounds the narration re- 
ſpeRing the tranſlation of the Odyſſey, being the joint. 
work of Pope, Broome, and Fenton, is eſtabliſhed ; 


Es and therefore makes the following obſervations : 


That the verſion was not wholly Pope's was al- 
ways known. He had mentioned the aſſiſtance of two 
friends in his propoſals ;: and at the end of the work 
ſome account is given by Broome of their different 
parts; which, however, mentions only five books as 


Ruſthead relates that Fenton and Broome nad already degun The 
3 but that Toe liked better to have them confederates than rivals, 


originsl copy of Pope's ang Fenton's' books are in the Muſeum. 
228 doo 


s have few alterations by Pope, Erocme's have not been found; 
dut it is ſaid Fope complai ned * the trouble he had in correcting them. 


% 


* 


| LIE OF BROOME. 7 
written by the coadjutors ; the' fourth and twentieth 
by Fenton ; the ſixth, the eleventh, and the eighteenth 
by himſelf; that Pope in an advertiſement prefixed af- 
terwards to a new volume of his works, claimed only 
twelve. A natural curioſity, continues the Doctor, 


( after the real conduct of ſo great an undertaking, 


incited me to inquire of Dr. Warburton, who told 
me in his warm language, that the relation given in 
the note was a lie, but he was not able to aſcertain 
the ſeveral ſhares. The intelligence which Dr. War- 
burton could not afford me, I obtained from Mr. Lang- 
ton, to whom Mr. Spence had imparted it. 1 

«© The price at which Pope purchaſed this aſſiſt- 
ance was three hundred pounds paid to Fenton, and 
five hundred to Broome, with as many copies for his 
friends as amounted” to one hundred pounds more, 
The payment made to Fenton I know not, but by 
hearſay. Broome's is very diſtinctly told by Pope in 
a note to the Dunciad.* It is evident, that according 


to Pope's own eſtimate, Broome was unkindly treated. 


If four books could merit threee hundred pounds, eight 

books and all the notes, equivalent at leaft to four, had. 

certainly a right to more than fix, | 3-4 
« Broome probably conſidered himſelf as injured, 


and there was for ſome time more than coldneſs be- 


tween him and his employer. He always ſpoke of 
Pope as too much a loyer of money; and Pope pur- 
ſued him with avowed hoſtility, for he not only named 


* Whoever ima ines this a ſarcaſm on the other ingenious perſon (Mr. 
2 is ny miſtaken: the opinion our Author had of him was ſuf- 
9 ſhewn by his joining him in the undertaking of The Odyſſey, in 

h ch Mr, BrooTe, having engaged without any previous agreement, dit. 
charged his part ſo much to Ar. Fope's ſatisfa&tion, that he gratified hinz 


5 2 ＋ full ſum of Sol. and a preſent o/ all the books for which his ows- 


reſt could procure kim ſubſi 5% to the value of ical, more. 


8 i LIFE or BROOME. a 

him diſreſpectfully in the Dunciad, but quoted him 
more than once in the Bathos, as a proficient in 
the © Art of Sinking ;* and in his enumeration of the 
different kinds of Poets diſtinguiſhed for the profound, 

he reckons Broome among the parrots who repeat 

another's words in . N a hoarſe, odd tone, as makes 
them ſeem their own.” I have been told,“ ſays the 

Doctor, . that they were afterwards reconciled : but 

I am afraid their peace was without friendſhip.” | 

In 1727 he publiſhed his Miſcellaneous Poems, with 

a dedication to Lord Townſhend, dated January 16, 
1726, being at that time Rector of Sturſton in Suffolk, 
where he married a wealthy widow, a circumſtance that 
enabled him to take the degree of doctor of laws, when 
the King viſited Cambridge in 1728. 

. In 1733, he was preſented by the 0 to the 
Rectory of Pulham, in Norfolk, which he held with 
Oakley Magna, in Suffolk, given him by Lord Corn- 
wallis, to whom he was chaplain, and who added the 
Vicarage of Eye in Suffolk; he then reſigned Pulham, 
and retained the other two. Towards the cloſe of his 
life, he amuſed himſelf with tranſlating ſome Odes of 
Anacreon, which were publiſhed in the Gentleman's 
Magazine, under the ſignature of « Cheſter.” 
He died at Bath, November 16, 1745 and was in- 
terred in the Abbey Church. 

The character of Broome was amiable and e- 
table, though he never roſe to a very high dignity in 
the church. At college he was univerſally beloved; 

and in more advanced life he was diſtinguiſhed by his 
nemplury obſervance of the ſocial and domeſtic duties, 


LIFE OF BROOME. 9 
and his piety and diligence in the exerciſe of his eleri⸗ 
cal functions. He is mentioned by the author of the 
« Sacred and Prophane Hiſtory Connected,“ under the 
title of © the ingenious annotator on the Engliſh Homer, 
whoſe real worth, as well as learning, makes it a 
pleaſure to me, ſays the author, © to ſay that I can, 
call him my friend. As a poet, his compoſitions are. 
characteriſed by correctneſs of judgment, elegance of 
diction, and harmony of numbers, rather than by 
force of genius, or livelineſs of fancy, though they are 
not deſtitute of either. His tranſlations poſſeſs much 
merit, as they are {mooth,s claſſical, and ſpirited, and 
moſt of his original pieces are entitled to approbation, 
either for the ideas they communicate, or the language 
in which they are expreſſed. Dr. Warton thinks that 
the books he tranſlated for Pope, in the Odyſſey, are 
inferior to thoſe of Fenton; but notwithſtanding the 
opinion of that critic, it is to be obſerved, that the 
judges of poetry have never been able to diſtinguiſh his 
books from thoſe of Fenton and Pope. 

Of Broome, ſays Dr. Johnſon, though it can- 
not be ſaid that he was a great poet, it would be unjuſt 
to deny that he was an excellent verſifier; his lines are 
ſmooth and ſonorous, and his diction is ſelect and ele- 
gant. His rhymes are ſometimes unſuitable, as in one 
of his poems he makes breath rhyme” to birth in one 
place and to earth in another. Thoſe fault occur but 
ſeldom; and he had ſuch powers of words and numbers 
as fitted him for tranſlation; but in his original works 
recollection ſeems to have been his buſineſs more than 
invention. His imitations are ſo apparent, that it is 
part of his reader's employment to recal the verſes oi 


10 LIFE OF BROOME, 
ſome former poet. Sometimes he copies the moſt po- 
pular writers, for he ſeems ſcarcely to endeavour at 
concealment, and ſometimes picks up fragruents in ob- 
ſeure corners. His lines to Fenton, 4 


„ Serene, the ſting of thy thou Neue, 
& 2 1 411055 A es of a ile 


brought to my mind ſome lines on the death of Queen 
Mary, writ y Barnes, of whom I ſhould not have 
expected t an imitator; Wee. 
N 8 ae penthean "yp 

3 


ging plagues with eaſy thoughts beguile 
ins, aud tortures objects of a Ele. g 


cc To detect his imitations were tedious. wad Wal 
what he takes he ſeldom makes worſe, and he cannot 
be thought a weak man whom Pope choſe for an affo- 
ciatg, and whoſe co-operation was conſidered by Pope's 
enemies as ſo important, that he was attacked by Hen- 
ley with this ludicrous diſtich, 


pe * Pope came off clean with Homer, but they ſay 
$* Broqme went before, and kindly wag the — 


DEDICATION... . 


To +a RIGHT noNOURASLE 
| CHARLES LORD VISCOUNT TOWNSHEND, 
aver er gerte free bie we . 
My LoR Dp, 


BEG leave to.publiſh the following poems under 
1 your patronage: a preſent, I confels, unworthy of 
it, and of little value, excepting what gratitude gives 
it: but, I fear, it may be eſteemed a boaſt rather than an 
aknowledgment, or at beſt an oſtentatious Kind of gra- 
titude, to tell the world that I have received the higheſt 
obligations from the Lord Townſhend : it is an honour 
to be regarded by a perſon of ſo diſtinguiſhed a charac- 
ter: I am proud of it, and, not being of a nature to be 
content with a ſilent gratitude, am not deterred from 
owning it, though it be liable to be miſcalled vanity. 
Vo have, my Lord, the happineſs to enjoy what 


12 


f that great ſtateſman Walſingham, who held the fame 


office which you fill with ſo much honour, frequently 

wiſhed, but never obtained : a retirement from buſi- 

neſs in the declenſion of life, to enjoy age in peace and 

tranquillity : this laſt Action ſpeaks you truly great; 

for that 4408 who by a voluntary retreat, could in- 
| 1 


duſtriou y renounce all the grandeur of the world, muſt 
evidently have a foul above it. 


Tully in his Tuſculum was never more happy, than 
the Lord Townſhend in his Rainham : | 


8 .— Where majeſtically plain 
. *© Pure, nature reignus Where varied views from views 

_ © Hifulive proſpects yield + : here ſhagg d with woods, 
* Kere rich with harveſt, and there white with flocks, 

$5 And all the gay horizon ſmiles around l 
„ Full of thy genius ! Lo ! between yon groves 
© The dome with eaſy grandeur, like the ſoul 
© of its great maſter, riſing cveriooks | 
<< The ſubje& regions, and commands the charms 
„% Of many a pleaſing landſcape to the 157 
« Delightful change l nere groves of loftieſt ſhade 
« wave their proud tops, and form of ſtatelieſt view 
« $ ſylvan theatre while nature's hand 5 
„ Fours forth profuſe, o'er hill, o'er yale, o'er lawn, 
de Her choiceft bleffings : ſee ! where yonder lake - 
„Spreads its wide Houid plain: now fands unmoyed, 
$* Pure as th' expanſe of heaven, and heaven reflects 
$$ From its broad glitterintg mirr ; now with waves 


* Ste Mr, Thomſon's excellent poems, 
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tly by the breeze, ſ:lutes the flowers 

© That grace its banks ! in ſtate the ſnowy ſwans 

© Arch their proud necks,. and fowls of yarious-plume 

© Tnnumerous, native or exotic, cleave © 

© The dancing wave !. while o'er the adjoining lawns 

e Obverted to the ſouthern funs, the deer 43 45 
eee Wide ſpreading graze, or farting bound away... 
ln crowds, then turning, filent ſtand and gaze! 

% Such are thy beauties Rainham, ſuch the haunts 

„ Of angels in primeval gviltieſs days, TIRE. 

„ When man imparadis'd convers'd with God.“ os 
This, my Lord, is but a faint picture of the place 
of your retirement, which no one ever enjoyed more 
elegantly: no part of your life lies heavy upon you; 
there is no unealy vacancy init ; it is all filled up with 
ſtudy, exerciſe, or polite amuſement :, here you ſhine 
in the moſt agreeable, though not moſt ſtrong and daz- 
zling light: in your public ſtation you commanded ad- 
miration and honour ; in your private, 65 attract 
love and eſteem: the nobler parts of JT ife will be 
the ſubject of the hiſtorian; and the actions of the great 
ſtateſman and patriot will adorn many pages of our fu- 
ture annals; but the affectionate father, the indulgent 
maſter, the condeſcending and benevolent friend, pa- 
tron, and companion, can only be deſcribed by thoſe 
who have the pleaſure and happineſs to ſee you act 
in all thoſe relations : I cou with delight enlarge 
upon this amiable part of your character; but am 
ſenſible that no portion of your time is ſo ill ſpent as 
in reading what I write. I will therefore only beg the 
honour to ſubſcribe myſelf, V | 


©« curl'd gen 


7% 


5 My Lord, eee bu. 
Your Lordſhip's moſt obliged, 
Alnd maſt obedient ſervant, 
Pulbam in Norfolk, 1739. WILLIAu BROOMR. 


„ mnt © 
af Is. 


TF AM very ſenſible that many hard (circumſtances 
J attend all authors: if they write ill, they are ſure 
to be uſed with contempt ; if well, too often with 
envy. Some men, even while they improve themſelves 
with the ſentiments of others, rail at their benefactors, 
and while they gather the fruit, tear the tree that bore _ 
it. I muſt confeſs, that mere idleneſs induced me to 
write; and the hopes of entertaining a few idle men, 
to publiſh, I am not ſo vain as not to think there are 
many faults, in the enſuing poems; all human works 
muſt fall ſhort of perfection; and therefore to ac- 
knowledge it, is no humility ; however, I am not 
Uke thoſe authors, who, out of a falle modeſty, com- 
plain of the imperfections of their own works, yet 
would take it very ill if the world ſhould believe them; 
F will not add hypocriſy to my other faults, or act ſo 
abſurdly as to invite the reader to an entertainment, 
and then tell him that there is nothing worth his eat- 
ing; I have furniſhed qut the table according to my 
beſt abilities, if not with a ſplendid elegance, yet at 
leaſt with an innocent variety. _ Wk 
But fince this is the laſt time that I ſhall ever, per- 
haps, trouble the world in this kind, I will beg leave 
to ſpeak ſomething not as a poet, but a critic ; that if 
my credit ſhould tail as a poet, I may have recourſe 
to my remarks upon Homer, and be pardoned for my 
induſtry as the annotator in part upon the Iliad, and 
entirely upon the Odyſſey. I 

I will therefore offer a few things upon criticiſm in 
general, a ſtudy very neceſſary, but fallen into con- 


tempt through the abuſe of it. At the reſtoration of 


learning, it was particularly neceſſary; authors had 
been long buried in obſcurity, and conſequently had 
contracted ſome ruſt through the ignorance and barba- 


riſm of preceding ages: it was therefore very requi- 


fe that they thould be poliſhed by a critical hand, and 


T4 92 PREFACE, | 
reſtored to their original purity: in this conſiſts the 
office of critics; but, * inſtead of making copies agree- 
able to the manuſcripts, they have long inſerted their 
own conjectures ; and from this licenſe arile moſt of 
the various readings, the burdens of modern editions ; 
whereas books are like pictures, they may be new 
varniſhed, but not a feature is to be altered; and 
every ſtroke that is thus added, deſtroys in ſome de- 
gree the reſemblance, and the original is no longer an 
| una or a Virgil, but a mere ideal perſon, the 
creature of the editor's fancy. Whoever. deviates 
from this rule, does not correct, but corrupt his au- 
thor : and therefore, ſince moſt books worth reading 
haye now good impreſſions, it is a folly to devote too 
much time to this branch of criticiſm ; it is ridiculous to 
make it the ſupreme buſineſs of life to repair the ruins 
of a decayed word, to trouble the world with vain 
niceties about a letter, or a ſyllable, or the tranſpoſi- 
tion of a phraſe, when the preſent reading is ſufficiently 
intelligible. Thele learned triflers are mere weeders of 
an author; they collect the weeds for their own uſe, 
and permit others to gather the herbs and flowers : it 
would be of more advantage to mankind, when once 
an author is faithfully publiſhed, to turn our thoughts 
from the words to the ſentiments, and make them more 
eaſy and intelligible. A ſkill in verbal criticiſm is in 
reality but a {kill in gueſſing, and conſequently he is 
the beſt critic who gueſſes beſt: a mighty attainment 
and yet with, what pomp is a trivial alteration uſhered 
into the world! Such writers are like Caligula, who 
raiſed a mighty army, and alarmed the whole world, 
and then led it to gather cockle-ſhells. In ſhort, 
the queſtion is not what the author might have ſaid, 
but what he has actually ſaid; it is not whether a dif- 
ferent word will agree with the ſenſe, and turn of the 
period, but whether it was uſed by the author; if it 
was, it has à good title ſtill to maintain its poſt, and 
the authority of the manuſcript ought to be followed 
rather than che fancy of the editor: for can a modern 
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| PREFACE. 14 
be a better judge of the language of the pureſt of the 
ancients, than thoſe ancients who wrote it in the greateſt 
purity? or if he could, was ever any author ſo happy 
as always to chooſe the proper word? Experience ſhows 
the impoſſibility. Beſides, of what uſe is verbal cri- 
ticiſm when once we have a faithful edition? it em- 
barraſſes the reader inſtead of giving new light and 
hinders his proficiency by engroſſing his time; and 
calling off the attention from the author to the editor; 
it increaſes the expence of books, and makes us pay 
an high price for trifles, and often for abſurdities. 1 
will only add, with Sir Henry Saville, that various 


lections are now grown ſo voluminous, that we begin 


to value the firſt editions of books as moſt correct, be- 
cauſe leaſt corrected. FVV 

There are other critics who think themſelves oblig- 
ed to ſee no imperfections in their author: from the 
moment they undertake his cauſe, they look upon him 
as a lover upon his miſtreſs; he has no faulte, or his 
very faults. improve into beauties : this, indeed, is a 
well-natured error, but ftill blameable, becauſe it 
miſguides the judgment. Such critics act no ks er- 
roneouſly, than a judge who ſniould reſolve to acquit - 
a perlon, whether innocent or guilty, who comes be- 
fore him upon his trial. It is frequent for the partial 
critic to praiſe the work as he likes the author; he 
admires a book as an antiquary a medal, ſolely from 
the impreſſion of the name, and not from the intrinſie 
value: the copper of a favourite writer ſhall be more 
eſteemed than the fineſt gold of a leſs acceptable au- 
thor: for this reaſon many perſons have choſen to 
publiſh their works without a name, and by this me- 
thod, like Apelles, who ſtood unſeen behind his own 
Venus, have received a praiſe, which perhaps might 


have been denied if the author had been viſible. 


But there are other critics who act a contrary part, 
and condemn all as criminals whom they try: they 
dwell only on the faults of an author, and endeavour 

| 22 | | 
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to raiſe a reputation by diſpraiſing every ws that 
other men praiſe ; they have an antipathy to a th 
character, like ſome animals, that hate the ſun only 
becauſe of its brightnets : it is a crime with them to 
excel: they are a kind of Tartars in learning, who, 
ſeeing a perſon of diſtinguiſhed qualifications, imme- 
— endeavour to kill him, in hopes to attain juſt 
ſo much merit as they deſtroy in their adverſary. I 
never look into one of theſe critics but he puts me in 
mind of a giant in romance: the glory of the giant 
conſiſts in the number of the limbs of men whom he 
haas deſtroyed ; that of the critic in viewing 


If ever he accidentally deviates into praiſe, he does it 
that his enſuing blame may fall with the greater weight; 
he adorns an author with a few flowers, as the ancients 


thoſe victims which they were ready to ſacrifice: he 
ſtudies criticiſm as if it extended only to diſpraiſe; a 


ractice, which, when moſt ſucceſsful, is leaſt deſira- 
ble. A painter might juſtly be thought to have a per- 
verſe imagination, who ſhould delight only to draw 
the deformities and diſtortions of human nature, 
which, when executed by the moſt maſterly hand, 
ſtrike the beholder with moſt horror. It is uſual with 
envious critics to attack the writings of others, be- 
cauſe they are good; they conſtantly prey upon the 
faireſt fruits, and hope to ſpread their own works b 
uniting them with thoſe of their adverſary. But this 
is like Mezentius in Virgil, to join a dead carcaſe to 
a: living body; and the only effect of it, to fill every 
well-natured mind with deteſtation: their malice be- 
comes impotent, and, contrary to their deſign, they 
give a teſtimony of their enemy's merit, and ſhow him 
to be an hero by turning all their weapons againſt him: 


ſuch critics are like dead coals; they may blacken, / 


but cannot burn, Theſe writers bring to my me 
a paſſage in the Iliad, where all the inferior powers, 


the Plebs Superüm, or rabble of the iky, are fancied 
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| PREFACE. 17 
to unite their endeavours to pull Jupiter down to the 
earth: but by the attempt they only betray their own 
inability ; Jupiter is ſtill Jupiter, and by their una- 
vailing efforts they maniteſt his ſuperiority. | 
_ Modeſty is eſſential to truecriticifm : no man has a 
title to be a dictator in knowledge, and the ſenſe 
of our own infirmities ought to teach us to treat others 
with humanity. The envious critic ought to conſider, 
that if the authors be dead whom he cenſures, it is in- 
humanity to trample upon their aſhes with inſolence 
that it is cruelty to ſummon, implead, and condemn 
them with rigour and animoſity, when they are not 
in a capacity to anſwer his unjuſt allegations : If the au- 
thors be alive, the common laws of ſociety oblige us 
not to commit any outrage againſt another's reputation z 
we ought modeſtly to convince, not injuriouſly inſult ; 
and contend for truth, not victory: and yet the envi- 
ous critic is like the tyrants of old, who thought it 
not enough to conquer, unleſs their enemies were made 
a public ſpectacle, and dragged in triumph at their 
chariot wheels: but what is fuch a triumph but a 
barbarous inſult . over the calamities of their fellow 
creatures ? the noiſe of a day, purchaſed with the 
miſery of nations ? However, I would not be thought 
to be pleading for an exemption from criticiſm ; I 
would only have it circumſcribed within the rules of 
candour and humanity : writers may: be told of their 
errors, provided it be with the decency and tenderneſs 
of a friend, not the malice and paſſion of an enemy: 
boys may be whipped into ſenſe, but men are to be 
guided with reaſon; | | 

If we grant the malicious critic all that he claims, 
and allow him to have proved his adverſary's dulneſs, 
and his own acuteneſs, yet, as long as there is virtue 
in the world, modeſt dulneſs will be preferable to 
learned arrogance : Dulneſs may be a misfortune, but 
arrogance is a crime; and where is the mighty advan- 
tage, if, while he diſcovers more learning, * is found 


to have leſs virtue than = adverſary? and, though he 
4 


V 
1 | PREFACE, 3 | 
be a better critic, yet proves himſelf to be a worſe man? 
Beſides, no one is to be envied the ſkill in finding ſuch 
faults as others are ſo dull as to miſtake for beauties. 
What advantage is ſuch a quickſightedneſs even to 
the poſſeſſors 6 ? It makes them difficult to be plea- 
ſed, and gives them pain, while others receive a plea- 
ſure: they reſemble the ſecond- ſighted people in Scot- 
Jand, who are fabled to ſee more than other perſons ; 
but all the benefit they reap from this privilege, is to 
diſcover objects of horror, ghoſts, and apparitions.- 
But it is time to end, though I have too much rea- 
ſion to enlarge the argument for candour in criticiſm, 
through a conſciouſneſs of my own deficiency : I have 
in reality been-pleading my own cauſe, that if T appear 
too guilty to obtain a pardon, I may find ſo much 
mercy from my judges, as to be condemned to fuffer 
without inhumanity : But whatever be the fate of theſe 
works, they have proved of uſe to me, and been an 
- agreeable amuſement in a conſtant ſolitude. Provi- 
dence has been pleaſed to lead me out of the great roads 
of life, in a private path: where, though we have lei- 
fare to chooſe the ſmootheſt way, yet we are all fare 
to meet many obſtacles in the journey: I have found 
pony an innocent companion, and ſupport from the 
atigues of it; how long, or how ſhort, the future ſta- 
ges of it are to be, as it is uncertain, fo it is a folly to 
K over-ſolicitous about it ; he that lives the longeſt, 
has but the ſmall privilege of creeping more leiſurely 
than others to his grave; what we call living, is in re- 
ality but a longer time of dying: and if theſe verſes 
prove as ſhort-lived as their author, it is a loſs not 
worth regretting ; they only die, as they were born, 
in obſcurity. A 2 
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A POEM d 


ON THE SEAT OF WAR IN FLANDERS, 
CHIEFLY WITH RELATION TO THE SIEGES : 


WITH THE PRAISE OF PEACE AND RETIREMENT. 
: WRITTEN IN 1710. | 
Humbly inſcribed to Jobn Holt, Eſq. of Redgrawe-Hall in Suffolk. 
Seceſſus mei non defidiz nomen, ſed tranquillitatis accipiant. PLIN, 


He thou Flandria! on whoſe fertile plains 
In wanton pride luxurious Plenty reigns; 
Happy had Heav'n beſtow'd one bleſſing more, 
And plac'd thee diſtant from the Gallic power : 
But now in vain thy lawns attract the view, 5 
They but invite the victor to ſubdue : | 
War, horrid War! the ſylvan ſcene invades, 
And angry trumpets pierce the woodland ſhades. 
Here ſhatter*d tow'rs, proud works of many an age, 
Lie dreadful monuments of human rage; 10 
There palaces and hallow d domes diſplay 
Majeſtic ruins awful in decay! _ 
The very duſt, tho* undiſtinguiſn'd trod, 
Compos'd perhaps ſome hero great and-good, 
Who nobly for his country luſt his blood. 15 
Ev'n with the grave, the haughty ſpoilers war, 
And Death's dark manſions wide diſcloſe to air; 
O'er kings and ſaints inſulting ſtalk, nor dread 
To ſpurn the aſhes of the glorious dead. 

See the Britannic Lions wave in air 20 
See mighty Marlb' rough breathing death and war! 
From Albion's ſhores at Anna's high commands 
The dauntleſs hero pours his martial bands; 

As when in wrath ſtern Mars the Thund'rer ſends 
To ſcourge his foes, in pomp the god deſcends, 25 
He mounts his iron car, with fury burns | 
The car fierce-rattling thunders as it turns; 

Gloomy he graſps his adamantine ſhield, 

Ad ſcatters armies o'er th* enſanguin'd field: 
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20 1 
With delegated wrath thus Marlb'rough glows, 30 


In vengeance ruſhing on his country's foes. 
See round the hoſtile tow*rs embattled ſtands 


His banner d hoſt, embody*d bands by bands! 


Hark! the ſhrill trumpet ſends a mortal ſound, 

And prancing horſes ſhake the ſolid ground; © 35 
The turly drums beat terrible afar © 
With all the dreadful muſic of the war: 


From the drawn ſwords effulgent flames ariſe, 


Flaſh o'er the plains, and lighten to the ſkies 
The heaven's above, the fields and floods beneath, 40 
Glare formidably bright, and ſhine with death ; _. 
In fiery ſtorms deſcends a murd*rous ſhow*r, 

Thick flaſh the lightnings, fierce the thunders roar : 
As when in brrathfil mood Almighty Jove | 
Aims his dire bolts red-hifling from above, 45 


Thro' the ſing'd air with unreſiſted ſway 


The forky vengeance rends its flaming way, 

And while the firmament with thunder roars, 

From their foundations hurls imperial tow'rs; 

So ruſh the globes with many a fiery round, 30 
Tear up the rock, or rend the ſtedfaſt mound; | 


Death ſhakes aloft her dart, and o'er her prey „ 


Stalks with dire joy, and marks in blood her way; 
Mountains of heroes ſlain deform the ground, 

The ſhape of man half bury'd in the „Mund. 55 
And lo! while in the ſhock of war they cloſe, | 
While ſwords meet ſwords and foes encounter foes, 
The treach' rous earth beneath their footſteps cleaves, | 


Her entrails tremble, and her boſom heaves ; 


Sudden in burſts of fire eruptions riſe, 60 

And whirl the torn hattalions to the ſkies. {ſound, 
Thus earthquakes, rumbling with a thund'ring 

Shake the firm world, and rend the cleaving ground 

Rocks, hills, and groves, are toſt into the it 1 

And in one mighty ruin nations die. 65 
See, thro' th* incumber'd air the pond*rous bomb 

Bears magazines of death within its womb! ' 

The glowing orb diſplays a blazing train,  - 

And darts bright horror thro' th' ethereal plain; 
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It mounts tempeſtuous, and with hideous ſound® 76 
Wheels down the heavens, and thunders oꝰer the ground! 
Th' impriſon'd deaths ruſh dreadful in a blaze, ; 
And mow a thouſand lives a thouſand ways ;z 
Earth floats with blood, while ſpreading flames ariſeF | 
From palaces and domes, and kindle half thefkies. 75 

Thus terribly in air the comets roll, | | 
And ſhoot malignant gleams from pole to pole : | 
Tween worlds and worlds they move, and from their 
Shake the blue plague, the peſtilence, and war. [hair 

But who is he who ſtern beſtrides the plain, 80 
Who drives triumphant o'er huge hills of ſlain, 
Serene, while engines from the hoſtile tow'r 


| Rain from their brazen mouths an iron ſhow*r, 


While turbid fiery [moke obicures the day, = 
Hews thro' the deathful breach his deſp'rate way? 
Sure Jove deſcending joins the martial toil ! +15 $$ 
Or is it Marlb'rou oh or the great Argyle? 

Thus when the Grecians, furious to deſtroy, 
Levell'd the ſtructures of imperial Troy, | 
Here angry Neptuneſ hurl'd his vengeful mace, - 90 


There Jove o erturn'd it from its mmoſt baſe; 


Tho' brave, yet vanquiſh'd, ſhe confeis'd the odds: 
Her ſons were heroes, but they tought with gods. 
Ah! what new horrors riſe ? in deep arra OL: 
The {quadrons form; aloft the ſtandards play 95 
The captains draw the fword; onev'ry brow 
Determin'd Valour lours ; the trumpets blow. 


| See ! the brave Briton delves the cavern'd ground 


Thro' the hard entrails of the ſtubborn mound, 

And, undiſmay'd by death, the foe invades 100 
Thro' dreadful horrors of infernal ſnades! 

In vain the wall's broad bale deep-rooted lies; 

In vain an hundred turrets threat the ſkies! 


2 VARIATIONS. 

* Ev'n the ſtern ſouls of neroes feel diſmay, 

Proud temples nod, afpiring towers give way; 

Dreadful it mounts, tempeſt'ous in its flight; 
It ſinks, it falls 3 earth groans beneath its weight! 
Th” impriſon'd deaths ruſhoutin ſmoke and fire; 
The mighty tleed ; heaps cruſh'd on neaps expire! 
The barriers burft, wide-ſpreading flames ariſe. 
Neptunus muros, magnoq; emota fridenti 
Fundamenta quatit, &c, Pirg 


| 

| 

| 

| 22 MISCELL AN IES. * 

| Lo! while-at eaſe-the bands immur d repoſe, — —_ 
I { Nor careleſs dream of ſubterranean foes, 105 

| 

| 

| 

| 


Like the Cadmæan hoſt, embattled warme 
Start from the earth, and claſh their ſounding arms, 
And, pouring war and ſlaughter from bencath, 

Wrap towers, walls, men, in fire, in blood, in death! 
So ſome fam' d torrent dives within the caves 116 

Of op' ning earth, ingulf d with all his waves: 
High o'er the latent ſtream the ſhepherd: feeds 

His wand' ring flock, and tunes the {prightly reeds, 
Till from ſome rifted chaſm the billows rife, 
And foaming burſt tumultuous, to the Kies; 115 

Then roaring dreadful oer the delug d plain, 
Sweep herds and hinds in thunder to the mam. 
Bear me, ye friendly Pow'rs! to gentler ſcenes, 
To ſhady bow'rs and never-fading-greens 
Where the ſhrill trumpet never ſounds alarms, 120 
| Nor martial din is heard nor claſh of arme. 
1 Hail, ye ſoft feats! ye limpid ſprings and floods - 
| Ye flow'ry meads! ye vales! and mazy woods! 
Ye limpid floods! that ever murm'ring flow, | 
Ye verdant meads | where flow'rs eternal blow, 224] 
= Ye ſhady vales! where zephyrs ever play, 100. 
ö Ve woods! where little warblers tune their lay. 
Here grant me, Heav'n] to end my peaceful days, 
And ſteal my ſelf from life by flow decays ; 

Draw health from food the temp' rate garden yields, 

From fruit or herb, the bounty of the fields; 131 

Nor let the loaded table groan beneatn * 

Slain animals, the horrid feaſt of death : 

With age unknown to pain or ſorrow bleſt, 

To the dark grave retiring as to reſt ; | 

While gently with one ſigh this mortal frame 
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: Diſſolving, turns to aſhes, whence it came; 
k While my trecd foul departs without a groan, 
Pl And joyful wings her flight to worlds unknown. 
ut Ye gloomy grots ! ye awful ſolemn cells! 140 
Where hol thoughtful Contemplation dwells, 
| if Guard me from ſplendid cares and tireſome ſtate, 
| That pompous miſery of being great! 
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140 


Bid my free ſoul to ſtarry orbs repair, 


| MISCELLANIES, | 24 
Happy if by the wiſe and learn'd belov'd, [$92 TL 
But appel above all if ſelf-approv'd ! 145 
Content with eaſe, ambitious to deſpiſe . 
Illuſtrious vanity and glorious vice | 15 
Come thou, chaſte Maid 1 here ever let me ſtray, 
While the calm hours ſtenl r NW Fr; 
Here court the Mules, while the fon on-high 1 50 
Flames in the vault of heaven, and fires the Kk 
Or while the night's dark wings this globe ſurround, 
And the pale moon begins her ſolemn round, : 
Thoſe rad ĩant worlds that float in ambient air, 155 
And with a regular confuſion ſtray ON 0 5 
Oblique, direct, along th' aerial way 

Or when Aurora from her golden bow*rs 

Exhales the fragrance of the balmy flow'rs, 


Reclin'd in filence on a'moſly bed 160 
Conſult the learned volumes of the dead; | 
Fall'n realms and empires in deſcription view, : 


Live o'er paſt times, and build whole worlds anew ; 
Or from the burſting tombs in fancy raiſe 

The ſons of Fame, who liv'd in ancient days. 165 
And lo! with haughty ſtalk the warrior treads ! | 
Stern legiſlators frowning lift their heads 

I ſee proud victors in triumphal cars, | 
Chiefs, kings, and heroes, ſeam'd with glorious fcars ! 


Or liſten till the raptur'd foul takes wings, 170 


While Plato reaſons, or while Homer ſings. 
Charm me, ye Sacred Leaves 1* with loftier themes, 
With op' ning heavens, and angels rob'd in flames: 
wy —_— paſſions 1 while 1 — be aw'd : ; | 
ail, ye myſterious oracles of God | 17 
Here I behold how infant Time began, | y 4 
How the duſt mov'd and quicken'd into man * 
Here thro' the flow'ry walks of Eden rove, 
Court the ſoft breeze, or range the ſpicy grove; 179 
There tread on hallow'd ground where angels trod, 
And rev'rend patriarchs talk d as friends with God; 
* The Holy Scriptures, 
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r hear the voice to ſlumb' ring prophets givn. 
Or gaze on viſions from the throne of heaven. 
But nobler yet, far nobler ſcenes advance! 
Why leap the mountains? why the foreſts dance? 185 
Why flathes glory from the golden ſpheres? 
| Rejoice, , O Earth] a God! a God appears! 
A God ! a God deſcending angels ſing, 7 
And mighty ſeraphs ſhout, , Behold your King! 
Hail, virgin-born! Lift, lift ye blind! your eyes; 190 
Sing, O ye dumb! and, O ye dead f ariſe; 5 
Tremble, ye gates of hell! in nobleſt ſtrains 
Tell it aloud, ye heav'ns ! the Saviour reigns ! 
Thus lonely thoughtful may I run the race 
Of tranſient life in no unuſeful eaſe 
Enjoy each hour, nor, as it fleets away, 
Think life too ſhort, and yet too long the day; 
Ot right obſervant, while the ſoul attends 7 
Each duty, and makes heaven and angels friends. 
And thou, fair Peace! from the wild floods of war 200 
Come dove-like, and thy blooming olive bear. 
Tell me, ye victors ! what ſtrange charms ye find 
In conqueſt, that deſtruction of mankind ? 
Unenyy'd may your laurels ever grow, | | 
That never flouriſh but in human woe, "208 ] 
If never earth the wreath triumphal bears, 1 
Till drench'd in heroes? blood or orphan's tears 
Let Ganges from afar to ſlaughter train 
His table warriors on th' embattled plain; 
Let Volga's ſons in iron ſquadrons riſe, 
And pour in millions from her frozen ſkies; 
Thou, gentle Thames! flow thou in peaceful ſtreams ; 
Bid thy bold ſons reſtrain their martial flames 
In thy own laurels” ſhade, great Marlb*rough ! ſtay, 
There charm the thoughts of conquer*d worlds away. 
Guardian of England ! born to icourge her toes, - 216 
Speak, and thy word gives half the world repoles 


195 
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Sink down Fe hills ! eternal rocks ſubfide !. oF 
youll, ye forts l thou, Ocean ! drain thy tide ; - 
c latety boaſt, detended by thy fame, © 


220 
And armies—in tne terror of thy name | 


185 
1 
195 


200 


The Glais was vex'd to be bely'd, 
And thus with angry tone et 
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Now fix o'er Anna's throne thy victor blade; FA 
War, be thou chain d] ye ſtreams of blood, be ſtay d! 
Tho? wild Ambition her juſt vengeance feels, 


She wars to lave, ana where ſhe ſtrikes ſhe heals. 225 


So Pallas with her javelin imote the ground, | 
And peaceful olives flouriſh from the wound. 227 


A DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN A LADY AND HER LOOKING-GLASsS, | 


Wile ſhe kad the & een-ſickneſs. 
TEE gay Ophelia view'd her face 
| In the clear cryſtal ct her glaſs; 
The lighting trom her eye was Fa, 
Her cheek was pale, the roies dead, 
Then thus Ophelia with a_frown— 
ce Art thou, falle thing ! perfidious grown? 
6 never. could have thought, I ſwear, 
4 To find io great a ſlanderer there. 

« Falſe thing ! thy malice I defy; 
«© Beaux vow I'm fair—who never lie. 
6 More hrittie tar than brittle thou 
« Would ev'ry grace of woman grow 


If charms ſo great ſo ſoon decay, 


« The bright poſſeſſion of a day | 
« But this I know, and this declare, 
« That thou art falſe, and J am fair.“ 


No more to me of talichood talk, 
“ But leave your oatmeal and your chalk. 
« *Tis true you're meagre, pale, and wan; 


The reaſon is you're lick for man.“ — 


While yet it ſpoke, Ophelia frown'd, 
And daſh'd th* offender to the ground : 
With fury from her arm it fled, _ 
And ound a glitt'ring ruin ſpread ; 


When jo the parts pale looks diſcloſe; 


Pale looks in ev'ry fragment roſe: 
Around the room inſtead of one 
An hundred pale Ophelias ſhone, 
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26 MISCELLANIES, 
Away the * ap virgin flew, % 
And humbled; from herſelf withdrew, 

THE MORAL. 55 


Ve beaux ! who tempt the fair and young 


With ſnuff and nonſenſe, dance and ſong; 
Ve men of compliment and lace! 
-- Behold this image in the glaſs; 

The wondrous 5 of flatt ry prove 
To cheat fond virgins into love: 
Tho pale the 2 et ſwear it glows 
With the yermilion of the roſe : 
Praiſe them—for praiſe is always true, 
Tho? with both eyes the cheat they view, 
From hateful truths the virgin flies 
But the falſe ſex is caught with lies, 


POVERTY AND POETRY, 


0 e ſung of old how one Amphion 

Could by his verſes tame a lion, 

And by his ſtrange enchanting tunes 

Make bears or wolves dance rigadoons. 

His ſongs could call the timber down, 

And form it into houſe or town ; | 

But it is plain that in theſe times 

No houſe is rais'd by poet's rhymes ; 

They for themſelves can only rear 

A few wild caſtles in the air; 

Poor are the brethren of the bays, 

Down from high ſtrains to ekes and ayes, 

The Muſes too are virgins yet, | 

And may be—till they portions pet: 

Yet ſtill the doating rhymer dreams, 

And nes of Helicon's bright ſtreams ; 

But Helicon, for all his clatter, 

Yields only uninſpiring water. 

Yet ev'n athirſt he ſweetly ſings 

Of nectar and Elyſian ſprings. 

- What dire malignant planet ſheds, 
Ye bards | his influence on your heads ? 
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| MISCELLANIES, 
Lawyers, by endleſs controverſies, - 
Conſume unthinking clients” purſes : * 
As Pharaoh's kine, which ſtrange and odd 1s, 
Devour'd the plump and:well-fed bodies. 
The grave phyſician, who by phyſic, 
Like Death, diſpatches him that is fick, 
Purſues a fure and thriving trade; 
'Tho' patients die the doctor's paid: 
Licens'd to kill, he gains a palace, 
For what another mounts the gallows. 
In ſhady groves the Muſes ftray, 
And love in flow'ry meads to play; 
An idle crew-! whoſe only trade is 
To ſhine in trifles, like our ladies 
In dreſſing, dancing, toying, ſinging, 
While wiſer Pallas thrives by ſpinning : 
Thus they gain nothing to bequeath 
Their vot'ries, but a laurel wreath. 
But Love rewards the bard: the fair 
Attend his ſong and eaſe his care. 
Alas ! fond youth ! your plea you urge ill 
Without a jointure, tho' a Virgil. 
Could you like Phcebus fing, in vain 
You nobly ſwell the lofty ſtrain: 
Coy Daphne flies.; and you will find as 
Hard hearts as her's in your Belinda's. 
But then ſome ſay you purchaſe fame, 
And gain that envy d prize, a name: 
Great recompenſe! like his who ſells 
Adiamond for beads and bells. 
Will fame be thought ſufficient bail 
To keep the poet trom the jail ? 
Thus the brave ſoldier in the wars 
Gets empty praiſe and aking ſcars; 
Is paid with fame and wooden legs, 
And, ſtarv'd, the glorious vagrant begs. 
; £537), 530) Om 
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MISCELLANIES, 


ITE COMPLAINT. 
CKLIA TO DAMON... | 
9 WO was on the glory of the plain, 


The faireſt virgin of the virgin train, 

Am now (by thee, O taithleis man i betray” mY 
A fall'n, a loſt, a miſerable maid! | 
Ye winds! that witneis to my deep deſpair, pt S 
Receive my ſighs, and watt them thro? the air, 
And gently breathe, them to my Damon's ear ! 
Curs'd, ever curs'd, be that unlucky day - 
When trembl ing, ſighing, at my feet he lay rf 
I trembled, figh'd, and look'd my heart away. 10 
Why was he form'd ye Pow'rs! his ſex's pride, 
Too falie to love, too fair to be deny'd ? 
Ve heedleſs virgins gaze not on his eyes; 
Lovely they are, but ſhe that gazes dies! 1 
O fly his voice, be deaf to all he ſays | 15 
Charms has his voice, but charming it betrays! _ 
At ev*ry word, each motion of his eye, 
A thouſand we are born, a thouland lovers die. 

Say, gentle youths ! ye bleis'd Arcadian ſwams, 
' Inhabitants of theſe delighttul plains, 20 
Say by what fountain, in what roſy bow'r, | 
Reclines my charmer in the noontide hour? 
To you, dear fugitive ! where'er you ſtray, 
Wild with deſpair, impatient ot delay, 
Swift on the wings of eag-r love I fly, 25 
Or ſend my ſoul {till {witter in a figh ! 
I'd then inform you of your Czlia's cares, 
And try the eloquence of female tears : 
Fearlels I'd pals where Detolation reigns, 
Tread the wild waſte, or burning Lybian plains; 30 
Or where the North his turious pinions tries, 
And howling hurricanes embroil the Kies! 
Should all the monſters in Getulia bred 
Oppoſe the paſſage of a terder maid, 


Dauntleſs, if D: mon calls, his Celia ſpeeds | 35 


Thro' all the monſters that Getulia breeds 
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MISCELLANIES.: 29 

Bold was Bonduca, and her arrows flew _ | 
Swift and unerring from the twanging yew 2 
By love ee I'll teach the ſhaft to fly; | 
For thee I'd conquer, or at leaſt would die! 40 
If o'er the dreary Caucaſus you go, | 
Or mountains crown'd with everlaſting ſnow, 
Where thro? the freezing ſkies in ſtorms it pours, | 
And brightens the dull air with ſhining ſhow'rs ;- 
Ev'n there with you I could ſecurely reſt, 45 
And dare all cold but in my Damon's breaſt. 
Or ſhould you dwell beneath the fultry ray 
Where riſing Phcebus uſhers in the day, 
There, there I dwell | Thou, Sun! exert thy fires ; 
Love, mighty Love! a fiercer flame infpires. 5® 
Or if, a pilgrim, you would pay your vows 
Where Jordan's ſtream in ſoft meanders flows, 
I'll be a pilgrim, and my vows I'Il pay 
Where Jordan's ftreams in ſoft meanders play. 
Joy of my ſoul ! my ev'ry wiſh in one 55 
Why muſt I love, when loving I'm undone ? 
Sweet are the whiſpers of the waving trees 
And murm'ring waters, curling to the breeze 
Sweet are ſoft ſlumbers in the ſhady bow'rs, 
When glowing ſuns infeſt the ſultry hours: 60 
But not the whiſpers of the waving trees, 
Nor murm'ring waters, curling to the breeze 
Not ſweet ſoft ſlumbers in the ſhady bow'rs, 
When thou art abſent, whom my ſoul adores ! | 
Come, let us ſeek ſome flow'ry fragrant bed 65 
Come, on thy boſom reſt my f Fas head; 
Come, drive thy flocks beneath the ſhady hills 
Or ſoftly ſlumber by the murm'ring rills. 
Ah! no; he flies; that dear enchanting he | 
Whole beauty ſteals my very ſelf from me 70 

Yet wert thou wont the garland to prepare 
To crown with fragrant wreaths thy Cælia's hair; 
When to the lyre ſhe tun'd the vocal lays, | 
Thy tongue would flatter, and thine eyes ſpeak praiſe z 
And when ſmooth-gliding in the dance ſhe'moy'd, 75 
Aſk thy falſe boſom if it never loy'd ? | 
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70 MIscELLANIES. 
And ſtill her eye ſome little luſtre bears, 
If ſwains ſpeak truth tho' dimm'd for thee with tears 1 
But fade each grace fince he no longer ſees 
Thoſe charms for whom alone I wiſh to pleaſe! 80 

But whence theſe ſudden tad ing fears, 

Thele riſing fighs, and whence Noſe owing tears ? 
Ahl leſt the trumpet's terrible alarms 
Have drawn the lover from his Czlia's charms, 


To try the doubttul field, and ſhine in azure arms !' 8 5 Y 


Ah ! canit thou bear the labors of the war, 

Bend the tough bow, or dart the pointed ſpear ? 
Deſiſt, fond youth let others glory gain, 

Seek empty honour o'er the turgy main, 

Or 7 d in horrid arms ruſh dreadful to the plain. 
Thee, ſhepherd ! thee the pleaſurable woods, 91 
The painted meadows 1 the cryital — n 
Claim and invite to blets their ſweet abodes : 

There ſhady bow'rs and ſylvan ſcenes ariſe, 


There fountains murmur, and the ſpring ſupplies | 9 


Flowers to delight the ſmell or charm the eyes. 
But mourn, ye tylvan ſcenes and ſhady bow'rs ! - 
Weep all ye fountain's! Languiſh all ye flow'rs ! 

Tf in a deſert Damon but appear, 

To Czlia's eyes a deſert is more fair 100 
Than all your charms, when Damon is not there! 
Gods ! what ſoft words, what ſweet deluſive wiles, 
He boaſts ! and oh! thoſe dear undoing ſimiles! 
Pleas' d with our ruin to his arms we run: 

To be undone by him, who would not be undone ? 10 5 
Alas! I rave. Ye fwelling torrents H roll 

Your wat ry tribute o'er my love-fſick foul : 

To cool my heart your waves, ye oceans! bear: 

Oh! vain are all your waves, for love is there 

But ah! what ſudden thought to frenzy moves 110 
My tortur'd foul ?—Perhaps my Damon loves: 

Some fatal beauty, yielding all her charms, 

tains the lovely traitor from my arms. 
Blaſt her, ye ſkies ! let inſtant vengeance ſeize — 
Thule guilty: ans; whole crime it is to _ | 21 A 
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MISCELLANIES, 

Damon is mine Fond maid ! thy fears ſubdue : 
Am I not jealous, and my charmer true? 
O Heaven! from jealouſy my boſom fave, 
Cruel as death, infatiate as the grave 

Ye Powers! of all the ills that ever curſt 120 
Our ſex, ſure man, diſſembling man! is worſt, 
Like froward boys, a while in wanton play, 
He ſports with hearts, then throws the toys away : 
With ſpecious wiles weak woman he aſſails, 124 
He ſwears, weeps, fmiles, he flatters, and prevails ; 
Then in a moment, when the maid believes, 
The perjur'd traitor triumphs, ſcorns, and leaves. 
How oft my Damon ſwore th' all-ſeeing ſun _ 
Should change his courſe, and rivers backward run, 
Ere his fond heart ſhould range, or faithleſs prove 130 
To the bright object of his ſtedfaſt love 
O! inſtant change thy courſe, all-ſeeing ſun ! 
Damon is falſe; ye rivers ! backward run. 

But die, O wretched Czlia! die. In vain 
Thus to the fields and floods you breathe your pain. 
The tear is fruitleſs, and the tender ſigh, 136 
And lite a load. — Forſaken Cælia ! die. 
Fly ſwifter, time ! O ſpeed the joyful hour ! 
Receive me, grave !—then I ſhall love no more. 
Ah! wretched maid ! ſo ſad a cure to prove; 140 
Ah ! wretched maid ! to fly to death from love. 
Yet oh! when this poor frame no more ſhall live, 
Be happy, Damon ! may not Damon grieve? 
Ah me! I'm vain : my death cannot appear 
Worth the vaſt price of but a ſingle tear. 145 
Forlorn, abandon'd, to the rocks I go, | 
But they have learn'd new crueltics of ycu: 
Alone relenting Echo with me mourns, 
And faint with grief ſhe ſcarce my ſighs returns. 
Then Sighs adieu! ye nobler paſſions rife ! 150 
Be wiſe, fond maid !—but who in love is wite ? 
I rage, I rail, the extremes of anger prove; 
Nay, almoſt hate then love thee beyond love ! 
Pity, kind Heaven l and right an injur'd maid; = | 
Yet oh! yet ſpars the dear deceiver's head! © 133 
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422 MISCELLANIES, 

If from the ſultry ſuns at noontide hours 

He ſeeks the covert of the breezy bow'rs, 

Awake, O South ! and where my charmer lies, 

Bid roſes bloom, and beds of fragrance riſe ; 

Gently, O gently round in whiſpers fly, 160 

Sigh to his ſighs, and fan the glowing ſky. | 
If ver the waves he cuts the liquid way, 

Be ftill, ye waves! or round his veſſel play. _ 

And you, ye winds ! confine each ruder breath, |; 
Lie huſh'd in filence, and be calm as death ; 165 
But if he ſtay detain'd by adverſe gales, 

My ſighs ſhall drive the ſhip, and fill the flagging fails, 


ON THE DEATH OP MY DEAR FRIEND 
MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 1730. 
iC Debita Tyaress iacryma favilam FE 
ee vatis amici.“ HOR. 
S when the King of Peace and Lord of Love 
Sends down ſome brighter angel from above, 
Pleas'd with the beauties of the heavenly gueſt, 
A while we view him in full glory dreſt: 
But he, impatient from his heaven to ſtay, 5 
Soon diſappears, and wings his airy way: | 
So didft thou vaniſh, eager to appear 
And ſhine triumphant in thy native ſphere. 
Vet hadſt thou all that virtue can beſtow, 
All the good practiſe, and the learned know, 10 
Such wy rapture as not warms, but fires, 
While the ſoul ſeems retiring, or retires : 
Such tranſports as thoſe ſaints in viſion ſhare, , 
Who know not whether they are rapt thro' air, 


Or bring down Heaven to meet them in a pray r. 15 


O early loſt! yet ſtedfaſt to ſurvey 
Envy, diſeaſe, and death, without diſmay ; 
Serene, the ſting of pain * thy thoughts beguile, 
And make afflictions, objects of a ſmile ; 
So the fam'd patriarch on his couch of ſtone 20 
Enjoy'd bright viſions from the eternal throne. [pleaſe, 
Thus wean'd from earth, where pleaſure ſcarce can 
'Thy woes but haſten'd thee to heaven and peace; 

* SO . ; 
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MISCELLANIES; | 11 
As angry winds,” when loud the tempeſt roars, ct 
More ſwiftly ſpeed the veſſel to the ſhores. 25 
O may theſe lays a laſting luſtre ſhed = 3 
O'er thy dark urn, like lamps that grace the dead! 
Strong were thy thoughts, yet reaſon bore the ſway; 
Humble, yet learn'd; tho' innocent, yet gay; ; 
So pure of heart, that thou might'ſt fately ſhow 30 
Thy inmoſt boſom to thy baſelt foe ; 
Careleſs of wealth, thy bliſs a calm retreat, 
Far from the inſults of the ſcornful great; 
Thence looking with diſdain on proudeſt things, 
Thou deemed it mean the pageantry of kings, 35 
Who build their pride on trappings of a throne, 
A painted ribband or a glitt'ring (tone, i 
Uleleſſly bright! *T was thine the ſoul to raiſe 
To nobler objects, ſuch as angels praiſe 
To live to mortals? empty fame a toe, 40 
And pity human joy and human woe; 
To view ev'n ſplendid vice with gen'rous hate 
In life unblemiſh'd, and in death ſedate ; 
Then conicience, ſhining with a lenient ray, ROE 
 Dawn'd o'er thy ſoul, and promis'd endleſs day. 45 
So from the ſetting orb of Phoebus fly 
Beams of calm light, and glitter to the ſky. | 
Where now, O! where ſhall I true friendſhip find 
Among the treach*rous race of baſe mankind ? 
Whom, whom conſult in all th* uncertain ways 50 
Of various life, ſincere to blame or praiſe ? 
O friend! O! falling in thy ſtrength of years, 
Warm from the melting foul receive theſe tears 
O woods! O wilds! G ev'ry bow'ry ſhade ! 
. So often vocal by his muſic made, 55 
Now other ſounds far other ſounds! return, 
And o'er his hearſe with all your echoes mourn - 
Yet dare we grieve that ſoon the paths he trod | 
To heaven, and left vain man for taints and God\? 
Thus in the theatre the ſcenes untold "7720S 
A thouſand wonders glorious to behold, - 
And here or there as the machine extends 
A hero riſes, or a god deſcends; 


24 MISCELLANIES. 
But ſoon the momentary pleaſure flies, 
Swift vaniſhes the god, or hero dies. 44, 
Where were ye, Muſes l by what fountain fide, 
What river, ſporting when your fav'rite dy'd ? | 
= knew by verſe to chain the headlong floods, 
Silence loud winds, or charm attentive woods ; - 
Nor deign'd but to high themes“ to tune the ſtring, 
Jo ſuch as Heaven might hear, and angels fing : . 71 
Unlike thoſe bards who, uninform'd to play, 

Grate on their jarring pipes a flaſhy lay, ˖ 

Each line diſplay'd united ſtrength — — 11 

Form'd like his manners to inſtruẽt and pleaſe. 75 
So herbs of balmy excellence produce | 

A blooming flow'r and falutany juice; 

And while each plant a ſmiling; grace reveals, 

Uſefully gay, at once it charms and heals. 

- Tranſcend ev'n after death, ye great! in ſhow, $0 

Lend pomp to aſhes, and be vain in woe: 

Hire ſubſtitutes to mourn with formal cries, 

And bribe unwilling drops from venal eyes ; 

While here ſincerity of grief appears, 


Silence that ſpeaks, and eloquence in tears; $4 


While, tir'd of life, we but conſent to live 

To ſhow the world how really we grieve. 

As ſome fond fire whoſe only ſon lies dead, 

Allloſt to comfort makes the duſt his bed, 

Hangs o'er his urn, with frantic grief deplores, 90 
And bathes his clay-cold cheek with copious ſhow'rs ; 
Such heart-felt pangs on thy fad bier attend, 
Companion ! brother ! all in one—my friend ! 

, Unleſs the ſoul a wound eternal bears, 

Sighs are but air, but common water tears : 95 
The proud relentleſs weep in ſtate, and ſhow 

Not ſorrow, but magnificence of woe. 

Thus in the fountain, from the ſculptor's hands, 
With imitated life, an image ſtands ; | 
From rocky entrails thro? his ſtony eyes 100 
The mimic tears in ſtreams inceſſant riſe 

Mr. Fenton intended to write upon moral ſubjeRs, |! 
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| MISCELLANIES, 35 

Unconſcious, while aloft the waters flow 
The gazers* wonder and a public ſhow. 

Ve hallow'd Domes! his frequent viſits tell, 
Thou court where God himſelf delights to dwell ; xog 
Thou Myſtic Table and thou holy Feaſt! = 
How often have ye ſeen the ſacred gueſt ? 
How oft* his ſoul with heavenly manna fed, 
His faith enliven'd, while his fin lay dead? 
While lining angels heard ſuch raptures riſe 116 
As when they hymn th' Almight 7 the ſkies. 
But where, now where, without the body's aid, 


New to the heav'ns, ſubſiſts thy gentle ſhade ? 


Glides it beyond our grols imperfe& ſky, a 
Pleas'd high o'er ſtars from world to world to fly, 118 
And fearleſs marks the comet's dreadful blaze _ 
While monarchs quake and trembling nations gaze? 
Or holds deep converſe with the mighty dead, 
Champions of virtue, who for virtue bled ? 

Or joins in concert with angelic choirs, 120 
Where hymning ſeraphs ſound their golden lyres, 
Where raptur'd ſaints unfading crowns in wreath, 
Triumphant o'er the world, o'er fin and death? 

O may the thought his friend's devotion raiſe 

O may he imitate as well as praiſe! 125 
Awake, my heavy ſoul! and upward fly, 

Speak to the ſaint, and meet him in the ſky, 

Andaſt the certain way to riſe as high. 128 


ON THE | 
BIRTHDAY OF A GENTLEMAN 


WHEN THREE YEARS OLD; 


N WAKE, ſweet Babe! the ſun's emerging ray 


That gave you, birth renews the happy day ; 
Calmly ſerene, and glorious to the view, 
He marches forth, and ftrives to look like you. 
Fair beauty's bud] when time ſhall ſtretch thy ſpan, 
Confirm thy charms, and ripen thee to man, 6 
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36 MISCELLANIES.: | 

What plenteous fruits thy bloſſoms ſhall produce, 

And yield not barren ornament, but uſe! = 

E'en now thy ſpring a rich increaſe prepares 

'To crown thy riper growth and manly years. 10 

Thus in the kernels intricate diſguiſe, 

In miniature a little orchard hes ; 

The fibrous labyrinth by juſt degrees | 

Stretch their ſwol'n cells, replete with future trees; 

By time evolv'd the ſpreading branches riſe, 15 

Yield their rich fruits, and ſhoot into the ſkies. 
O lovely babe! what luſtre ſhall adorn 

Thy noon of beauty when ſo bright thy morn ? 

Shine forth adyancing with a brighter ray, 

And may no vice o'ercloud thy future day! 20 

With nobler aims inftru& thy ſoul to glow 

Than thoſe gay trifles, titles, wealth, and ſhow. 

May valour, wiſdom, learning crown thy days! 
Thoſe fools admire - theſe heav'n and angels praiſe*. 
With riches bleſt, to heav'n thoſe riches lend, 25 
The poor man's guardian, and the good man's friend: 
Bid virtuous Sorrow ſmile, ſcorn'd Merit cheer, 

And o'er Affliction pour the gen'rous tear. 
Some, wildly lib'ral, ſquander, not beſtow, 
And give unprais'd, becauſe they give for ſhow. 
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Jo ſanctify thy wealth, on worth employ 1 
Thy gold, * to a bleſſing turn the toy. 
Thus off rings from th' unjuſt pollute the ſkies; 
The good turn ſmoke into a ſacrifice. 
As when an artiſt plans a fay*rite draught, 


The ſtructures riſe reſponſive to the thought, 


* © - © ADDITION, 
_ # To brace the mind to dignity of thought, 
To emulate what godlike Tully wrote, 
Be this thy early wiſh ! The garden breeds, 
If unimprov'd, at leaſt but gaudy weeds; ' 
And ſtubborn youth, by culture-unſubdu'd, 
Lies wildly barren or but giyly rude : 
Yet as ſome Phidias gives the marble life 
While Art with Nature holds a dabious rife, 
Adorns a rock with graces not its own, y 
And calls a Venus from the rugged ſtone ; 
\ So culture aids the human ſoul to riſe, 
To ſcorn the ſorgid earth, and mount the ſkies, 
Till by degrees the noble gueſt refines, 
Claims her high birthright, and divinely ſhines, 
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„tn. 
A palace grows beneath his forming hands, 
Or worthy of a god a temple ſtands: : 
Such is thy riſing frame, by heay*n defign'd 
A temple. wqrtby of a godlike mind; 
Nobly adorn'd, and finiſh'd to diſplay 
A fuller beam of heaven's ethereal ray. 
May all thy charms increaſe, O lovely boy! 
Spare them, ye Pains ! and age alone deſtroy 
So fair thou art, that if great Cupid be 
A child, the god might boaſt to look like thee! 
When young Iilus* form he deign'd to wear, 
Such were his {miles, and ſuch his winning air, 
E'en Venus might miſtake thee for her own, 
Did nat thy eyes proclaim thee not her ſon 
) Thence all the lightning of thy mother's flies, 
A Cupid grac'd with Cytherea's eyes! 
Yet ah! how ſhort a date the Pow'rs decree - 
Io that bright frame of beauties and to thee! 
= N a fe days, and all thy beauties fly 5s 
5 | _ Paſs a few years, and thou, alas! ſhaltdie; 
1 Then all thy kindred, all thy friends ſhall fee, 
With tears, what now thou art, and they muſt be 
A pale, cold, lifeleſs, lump of earth deplore : | 
Such ſhalt thou be, and kings ſhall be no more! 60 
30 But oh! when ripe for death, Fate calls thee hence, 
Sure lot of ev'ry mortal excellence; | 
When, pregnant as the womb, the teeming earth 
Reſigns thee.quicken'd to thy ſecond birth, 
| Riſe cloath'd with beauties that ſhall never die, * : 
35 A aint on earth, an angel in the ſky! | 66 
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38 MISCELLANIES. 


oo THE BIRTHDAY OF 
MR. ROBERT TREFUSIS, 


Being three Years old March 22, 17 10-11. 


HY, lovely babe! does ſlumber ſeal your eyes? 
See, fair Aurora bluſhes in the ſkies : | 
The fun, which gave you birth, in bright array 
Begins his courſe, and uſhers in the day: f 
Calmly ſerene, and glorious to the view, 5 
He marches forth, and ftrives to look like you. 

Fair Beauty's bud ! when time ſhall firetch thy ſpan, 
Confirm thy charms, and ripen thee to man, | 
How ſhall each ſwain, each beauteous nymph, complain! 
For love each nymph, for envy ev'ry ſwain? 10 
What matchleſs charms ſhall thy full noon adorn 
When fo admir'd, fo glorious, is thy morn! 

So glorious is thy morn of life begun, 

That all to thee with admiration run, 

Turn Perſians, and adore the riſing fun. T5 

So fair art thou, that if great Cupid be | 

A child, as poets ſay, ſure thou art he. 

Fair Venus would miſtake thee for her own, 

Did not thy eyes proclaim thee not her ſon; 

There all the lightnings of thy mother's ſhine, 20 

Their radiant glory and their ſweetneſs join | 

To ſhew their fatal pow'r and all their charms in thine, 

If fond Narciſſus in the cryſtal flood Say! 

A form like thine, O lovely infant! viewd, 

Well might the flame the pining youth deſtroy : 

Exceſs of beauty jultify'd the boy, - 7 
This Poem is on the ſame ſubje& with the preceding, but differs from 

it materially. Tt is apparently the original one, and preſerves the name and 


date: the other is enlarged, and more highly poliſhed. We print it from the 
fourth volume of Nichol's Collection of Poems, publiſhed in 1780. - 
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MISCELLANIES. | 
ON A FLOWER 
WHICH BELINDA GAVE ME FROM HER BOSOM. 


(0) LOVELY offspring of the May ! 
Whence flow thy balmy odours, ſay ? 
Such odours—not the orient boaſts, 
Tho" Paradile adorn'd the coaſts. 
O! ſweeter than each flower that blooms 
This fragrance from thy boſom comes! | 
Thence, thence, ſuch ſweets are ſpread abroad 
As might be incenſe for a god! | 
When Venus ſtood conceal'd from view, 
Her ſon the latent“ goddeſs knew, 
Such ſweets breath d round! and thus we know 
Our other Venus here below. 
But ſee, my faireſt! ſee this flow'r, 
This ſhort-liv'd beauty of an hour _ 
Such are thy charms yet zephyrs bring 
The flow'r to bloom again in ſpring; 
But beauty, when it once declines, 
o more to warm the lover ſhines. 
Alas! inceſſant ſpeeds the day 
When thou ſhall be but common clay! 
When I who now adore may ſee 
And een with horror ſtart from thee ! 
But ere, ſweet gift! thy grace conſumes, 


Show thou my fair one how ſhe blooms ; 


Put forth thy charms—and then declare 
Thyſelf leſs ſweet, thyſelf leſs fair; 
Then ſudden, by a ſwift decay, 
Let all thy beauties fade away, 
And let her in thy glaſs deſcry 
How youth and how frail beauty die. 

Ah! turn, my charmer ! turn thy eyes; 
See how at once it fades, it dies 
While thine—it gaily pleas'd the. view, 
Unfaded as before it grew, 


* Ambroſizque come divinum yertice odoerm 
Spirayere, 5 Vir 
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a? | MISCELLANIES, 
ow from thy boſom doom d to ſtray, 


*Tis only beauteous in decay.. 


So the ſweet ſmelling Indian flow'rs, 


Griev'd when they leave thoſe happier ſhores, 
Sicken and die away in ours: 


So flow'rs in Eden fond to blow 
In Paradiſe would only grow. 
Nor wonder, faireſt! to ſurvey 
The flow'r ſo ſuddenly decay. 
Too cold thy breaſt; nor can it 
Between ſuch little hills of ſnow. 
I now, vain Infidel ! no more 
ride th* Egyptians, who adore 


grow! 


e riſing herb and blooming flow'r: 
Now, now, their convert I will be, 


O lovely flow'r ! to worſhip thee. 


But if thou'rt one of their ſad train 
Who dy'd for love and cold diſdain, 


Who, chan 


O pi 


F 


Thus ha 
' Sport in 


d by ſome kind pity 
A. lover once , art now a flow'r: 
ty me! O weep my care! 

A thouſand thouſand pains I bear; 
I love, I die, thro' deep deſpair! 


ON A MISCHIEVOUS WOMAN, 


ROM peace and ſocial joy Meduſa flies, 
And loves to hear the ſtorm of anger riſe. 

s and witches hate the ſmiles of day, 

oud thunder, and in tempeſts play. 


THE ROSEBUD. 


TO THE RIGHT HON, LADY JANE WHARTON, 


ing pow'ry 


{CN UEEN of Fragrance, lovely Roſe! 


The beauties of thy leaves diſcloſe ; 
The winter's paſt, the tempeſts fly, 


$oft gales breathe gently thro* the ſky ; 


# -------- how could it grow? 
+ see Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 


| MISCELLANIES. 
'The ws ſweet warbling on the wing, 
Salutes the gay return of ſpring 
The filver dews, the vernal ſhow'rs, 
Call forth a bloomy waſte of flow*rs ; 
The joyous fields, the ſhady woods, 
Are cloath'd with green, or ſwell with buds: 
Then haſte thy beauties to diſclole, 
Oueen of Fragrance, lovely Roſe! 


Thou, beauteous flow'r ! a welcome gueſt, 


Shalt flouriſh on the fair one's breaſt, 
Shalt grace her hand or deck her hair, 


The flow'r moſt ſweet! the nymph moſt fair! 


Breathe ſoft, ye winds ! be calm, ye ſkies! 
Ariſe, ye flow'ry race! ariſe, > 
And haſte thy beauties to diſcloſe, 
| ny of Fragrance, lovely Roſe! 

ut thou, fair nymph! thyſelf ſurvey 
In this tweet offspring of a day. 
That miracle of face muſt fail; 


Thy charms are iweet, but charms are frail : * 


Swift as the ſhort-liv*d flow'r they fly; 
At morn they bloom, at ev'ning die. 
Tho? ſickneſs yet a while forbears, 
Vet time deſtroys what ſickneſs ſpares. 
Nö Helen lives alone in fame, 

And Cleopatra's but a name. 

Time muſt indent that heav'nly brow, 
And thou mult be what they are now. 
This moral to the fair diſcloſe, 

Queen of Fragrance, loyely Roſe | 


THE COQUETTE. 


QILLIA with unconteſted wax 
kJ Like Rome's fam'd tyrant reigns, 
Beholds adoring crowds obey, 

And heroes proud to wear her chains, 
Yet ſtoops, like him, to ev'ry prize, 
Buſy to murder beaux and flies. 
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42 MISCELLANIES, 
She aims at ev'ry trifling heart, 
Attends each flatterer s vows, 
And, like a picture drawn with art, 
A look on all that gaze beſtows. 
O! may the power who lovers rules 
Grant rather ſcorn than hope with fools ! 


Miſtaken nymph! the crowds that gaze 

. Adore 8 ſhame; 6 * 
Unguarded beauty is diſgrace, 

And coxcombs when they praiſe defame. 

O] fly ſuch brutes in human ſhapes, 

Nor like th* Egyptians worſhip apes ! 


COURAGE IN LOVE. 
Y eyes with floods of tears o'erflow, 


13 


My boſom heaves with conſtant woe; 


Thoſe eyes which thy unkindneſs ſwells, 
That boſom where thy image dwells! 
How could I hope ſo weak a flame 
Could ever warm that matchleſs dame, 
When none Elyſium muſt behold 
Without a radiant bough of gold ? 
_ *Tis her's in ſpheres to ſhine ; 
- At diſtance to admire is mine; 
Doom' d like th* enamour'd youth “ to groan 
For a new goddeſs form'd of ſtone. 
While thus I ſpoke, Love's gentle pow'r 
Deſcended from th' ethereal bow'r ; 
A quiver at his ſhoulder hung, _ 
A ſhaft he graſp'd, and bow unſtrung: 
All Nature own'd the genial god, 
And the ſpring flouriſh'd where he trod. 
My heart, no ſtranger to the gueſt, 
\ Flutter'd and labour d in my breaſt ; 
When with a ſmile that kindles joy 
E'en in the gods, began the boy : | 
„ How vain theſe tears! is man decreed 
« By being abje& to ſucceed? ; 


# Felydorus, Who pined io $eath for the lers of d deantiful] fav 
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» MISCELLANIES. 41 

4 Hop'ft thou by meagre looks to move? 5 

& Are women frighten d into love ?. 

4% He moſt prevails who nobly dares; 

6 In love an hero as in wars: 

c E'en Venus may be known to yield, 

tc But 'tis when Mars diſputes the field, ". 4208. 

« Sent from a daring hand my dart, 

&« Strikes deep into the fair one's heart. 

4 To winds and waves thy cares bequeath; 

« A ſigh is but a waſte of breath. ; 

4 What tho' outh and ev' ry grace 2s 

© That 8 adorn Wy e | | | 

cc Yet goddefles have deign'd to wed, 

&« And take a mortal to their bed; 

« And heaven, when gifts of incenſe riſe, 

« Accepts it, tho' it cloud their ſkies. 40 
& Mark how this marygold conceals 

& Her beauty, and her bofom viels; 

«© How from the dull embrace ſhe flies 

« Of Phcebus, when his beams ariſe, 3 

« But when his glory he diſplays, 1 

« And darts around his fiercer rays, | Di ra 

e Her charms ſhe opens, and receives | 


© The vig'rous god into her leaves.” 4 


THE PARTING, 
A $ONQ, | 

& by Dr. Tudzoay, Profiſſir of Mufcin Cambridge 
\ \ HEN from the plains Belinda fled, 
« 2M The ſad Amintor ſigh'd, . 
And thus, while ſtreams of tears he ſhed, , 
The mournful ſhepherd ery d 4 
« Move flow, ye Hours! thou, Time! delayz _ 
c Prolong the bright Belinda's ſtay: 5h 


16 But you, like her, my pray'r den 

« And cruelly away yefly. ST) $ 
« Yet, tho” ſhe flies, ſhe leaves behind 

4 Her lovely image in wy mind: 


- MISCELLANIES, * 


4 
t O fair Belinda! with me ſtay, 


& Or take thy image too —_ - . 12 
4 See how the fields are gay around, | 5 
© How painted flow'rs adorn the Send} . 5 
<0 if the fields, as well as I, 5 
ere proud to pleaſe my fair one's eye. 16 


« But now, ye fields! no more be gay; 
« No more, ye flowers! your charms diſplay ; 1 

6 Tis deſert all now you are fled, We 
te And Paradiſe is where you tread.” 20 * 


Unmov'd the virgin flies his cares 


Jo ſhine at court and p 5 5 
To lonely ſhades the youth repairs, > 4 
"Tp, weep his life away. | 24 


TO THOMAS MARRIOT, ESQ. 


T pr name to the following foem as a monument of the 
and ſi 2 5 I 2 ie 5 T am ſenſible you EA too 725 


Yeu conferred obligati ions upon me ve early in li 
as ſoon as I was capable of receiving them. ay theſe Fells Zo on 
Death long ſurvive my own, and remain a memorial of our Fe, > 
and wy gratitude ꝛuben I am no more. 


à judge of poetry to approve it; ever, it will be a te 
E . 


WILLIAM BROOME 
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A POEM ON DEAT H. 
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FOR Elijah's car, to wing my way 
O'er the dark gulf of Death, to endleſs a 
houſand ways, alas! frail mortals lead 
o her dire den, and dreadful all to tread!  _ 
See! in the horrors of yon houſe of woes, . 
Troops of all maladies the fiend encloſe! "i 
High on a trophy rais'd of human bones, 


Sdvords, ſpears, and arrows, and ſepulchral ſtones, © 


In horrid ſtate ſhe reigns ! attendant ills - - * 
Beſiege her throne, and when ſne froyns * kills. 1 
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. | | ____ MISCELLANIES: i 
Throꝰ the thick gloom the torch red-gleaming burns, 
O'er ſhrouds, and ſable palls, and mould ring urns; 
While flowing ſtoles, black plumes, and ſcutcheons, 
An idle pomp around the ſilent dead. [ſpread 
VDunaw'd by power, in common heaps ſhe flings BE 

The ſcrips of beggars and the crowns of kings; I 

Here gales of Cake, inſtead of breezes, blow, 

And ſtreams of tears for ever murm'ring flow: 

The mournful yew with ſolemn horror waves, _ 
His baleful branches ſadd'ning e'en the graves: 20 
Around all birds obſcene, loud ſcreaming fly, 

Clang their black wings, and ſhriek along the ſky: 

The ground perverſe, tho' bare and barren breeds 
All poiſons — to life, and noxious weeds; 

Jive blaſted frequent by th* unwholeiome ſky; 23 

fall the birds, the very poiſons die! : 
Full in the entrance of the dreadful doors, 

Old Age half vaniſh'd to a ghoſt, deplores ; 

Propp'd on his crutch, he drags, with many a groan, 
The load of life, yet dreads to lay it down. | 
There, downward driving an unnumber'd band, 
Intemp'rance and Diſeaſe walk hand in- hand ; 

Theſe Torment, whirling with remorielels {way 
A ſcourge of iron, laſhes on the way. | 

There frantic Anger, prone to wild extremes, 33 

Graſps an enſanguin'd ſword, and heaven blaſphemes : 

There heart-fck Agony diſtorted ſtands, 

Writhes his convulſive limbs and wrings his hands; 

There Sorrow droops his ever- penſive head, 

And Care ſtill toſſes on his iron bed. | 40 

Or muſing, faſtens on the ground his eye, 

With folded arms, with ev'ry breath a fight 

Hydrops unweildy wallows in the flood, 

And Murder rages, red with human blood: 

With Fever, Famine, and afflictive Pain, 

Plague, Peſtilence, and War, a diſmal train 
Theſe and a thouſand more the fiend turround, 

Shrieks pierce the air, and groans to groans reſound. 

O heav'ns | is this the paſſage to the — „ 

That man mult tread, when man your fav'rite dies ? . 
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% mei mmmmmme. 
Oh for Elijah's car, to wing my way 
O'er the dark gulf of Death, to endleſs day 
Confounded at the fight, my ſpirits fled, 


My eyes rain'd tears, my very heart was dead; 


I'wail'd the lot of man, that all would ſhun, 


. 


| And all muſt bear that breathe beneath the ſun. 


When lo! an heavenly form, divinely fair, 
Shoots from the ſtarry vault thro? fields of air, 


- And, ſwifter than on wings of-lightning driv 
At once ſeems here and there, in earth and heaven! 60 


A dazzling brightnels, in refulgent ſtreams, 


Flows from his locks inwreath'd with ſunny 


'n, 


i 


_— 


beams; 


His roſeate cheeks the bloom of heaven diſplay, 
And from his eyes dart glories more than day; 


A robe of light condens*d around him ſhone, 


— 


And his loins glitter'd with a ſtarry zone; 


| 64 


And while the liſt'ning winds lay huſh'd to hear, 


Thus ſpoke the viſion, amiably ſevere! 


% Vain man! wouldſt thou eſcape the common lot, 


To live, to ſuffer, die, and be forgot? 


« All, all are paſt! a mighty void appears! 


70 


Look back on ancient times, primeval years, 


« Heroes and kings, thoſe gods of earth, whoſe fame 
& Aw'd half the nations, now are but a name! 


«© The great in arts or arms, the wiſe, the j 
% Mix with the meaneſt in congenial duſt 


uſt, 75 


Eben ſaints and prophets the {ime paths have trod, 
& Ambaſſadors of heav'n, and friends of God! 

% And thou, wouldit thou the gen'ral ſentence fly ! 

«© Moſes is dead! thy Saviour deign'd to die! 80 


« Mortal! in all thy acts regard thy end; 


Live well the time thou liv'ſt, and Death's o friend, 


Then curb each rebel thought againſt the 
And die reſign'd, O man! ordain'd to die.“ 


T9. 


He added not, but ſpread his wings in flight, 85 


And vaniſh'd inſtant in a blaze of light. 


Abaſh'd, aſham'd, IT cry, “Eternal Pow'r ! 
J yield; I wait refign'd th' appointed hour.“ 


Man, fooliſh man! no more thy ſoul deceive; 


Jo die is but the ſureſt way to live. 


90 


Y 
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Sos MISCELLANIES. : 47 
When age we aſk, we aſk it in our wrong, 
And pray our time of tuff ring may be long; 
The nauſeous draught and dregs of life to drain, 
And feel infirmity and length of pain. . 
What art thou, Life! that we ſhould court thy ſtay? 95 
A breath one ſingle gaip muſt puff away ! 
A ſhort-liv'd flow'r, that with the day muſt fade 
A fleeting vapour, and an as x0 made! 
A ſtream that ſilently but ſwiftly glides, | 
Jo meet eternity's immeaſur'd tides! 100 
A being loſt alike by pain or joy ! | 
A fly can kill it, or a worm deſtroy ! 
Impair'd by labour, and by eaſe undone, 
Commanets in tears, and ended in a groan! 
E'en while I write, the tranſient now is paſt, 105 
And death more near this ſentence than the laſt ! 
As ſome weak iſthmus ſeas from ſeas divides, 
Beat by rude waves and ſapp'd by ruſhing tides, 
Torn from its haſe no more their tury bears, 
At once they clole, at once it diſappears: 110 
Such, ſuch is life! the mark of milery plac'd 
Between two worlds, the, future and the paſt: 
To time, to ſickneſs, and to death a prey, 
It finks, the frail poſſeſſion of a day | 
As ſome fond boy, in ſport, along the ſhore 115 
ee from the ſands a fabric of an hour, 
roud of his ſpacious walls and ſtately rooms, 
He ſtyles the mimic cells imperial domes, 
The little monarch ſwells with fancy'd ſway, - 
Till ſome wind riſing puffs the dome away; 120 
So the poor reptile, man! an heir of woe! | 
The lord of earth and ocean! ſwells in ſhow ! 
He plants, he builds ; aloft the walls arife; 
The noble plan he finiſhes, and—dies : 
Swept from the earth, he ſhares the common fate, 125 
His ſole diſtinction now to rot in ſtate | * a 
Thus buly to no end, till, out of breath, 
Tir'd we lie down, and cloſe up all in death! 
Then bleſs'd the man whom gracious heaven has led 
Thro' life's blind mazes to th* immortal dead! 130 


* 
* 
rr £ — * — — - 
__ — —— 4! — — 4. 
62-3 at 2 WS: oh EIS ——— 


— ä CNT "XL Fe 1 222 — 
. ——. ET EE re ̃ —— 
K LE r 5 - 


en D 2 
—— . — 


1 — 
= 
FER Foe 
_ = 
＋ 


. 
9 * * 


= —. IIA RARE $5/S IEF cc c * 
: 
Wy 


— Ao 
— 

— 

2 


48 | MISCELLANTES, 
Who ſafely landed on the bliſsful ſhore, 
Nor human folly feels, nor frailty more! 
O Death! thod cure of all our idle ftrife, 
End of the gay or ſerious faree ot life 


Wiſh of the juſt, and refuge of the oppreſt n 


Where poverty and where een Kings find reſt 


Safe from the frowns of pow'r, calm thoughtful hate, | 


And the rude infults of the ſcornful great, 
The grave is ſacred! Wrath and Malice dread 


To violate its peace and wrong the dead, 140 


But, Life] thy name is Woe ! to death we fly 

To grow immortal into life we dig! 

Then wiſely heaven in filence has confin'd 

The happier dead, left none ſhould ſtay behind. 
What tho? the path be dark that muſt be trod, 145 
Tho' man be blotted from the works of God, 
Tho' the four winils his ſcatter d atoms bear 

To earth's extremes thro? all th* expanſe of air?! 
Yet burſting glorious from the filent clay, 1 


He mounts triumphant to eternal day. 150 


So when the ſun rolls down th' ethereal plain, 
Extinct his ſplendors in the whelming main, 
A tranſient night, earth, air, and heav'n, invades, 
Eclips d in horrors of ſurrounding ſhades, l 
But ſoon emerging with a freſher ray 


8 


| PROLOGUE, 
TO MR. FENTON'S EXCELLENT TRAGEDY MARIAMNE. 


Was breathing ſtatues mould*ring waſte away, 
And tombs, unfaithful to their truſt, decay, 
The Muſe rewards the ſuff ring good with fame, 
Or wakes the proſp*rous villain into ſhame ; 
To the ſtern tyrant gives fiftitious pow'r 8 
To reign the reſtleſs mpnarch of an hour. 

Obedient to her call, this night appears 
Great Herod riſing from a length of years; 
A name enlarg'd with titles not his own, 


He ſtarts exultant and renews the day. | I 56 | 


Servile to mount, and ſavage on a throne: 0 
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| MISCELLANIES., 4% # 
Yet oft a throne is dire Misfortune's ſeat, if a 
A pompous wretghedneſs and woe in ſtate! 1 
But back the curſe that from ambition ſprings! „ 
For this he ſlaughter'd half a race of kings: 9 
But now reviving in the Britiſh ſcene, 15 9 
He looks majeſtic with a milder mien; 8 oh 
His features ſoften'd with the deep diftreſs 5 A 
Of love, made greatly wretched by excels ; th 
From luſt of pow'r to jealous fury toft, es 
We ſee the tyrant in the lover loft, 20 , 


O Love! thou ſource of mighty joy or woe! 
Thou ſofteſt friend, or man's moſt dang'rous foe ! 
Fantaſtic pow'r! what rage thy darts inſpire* 
When too much beauty kindles too much fire! 
Thoſe darts to jealous rage ſtern Herod drove; 25 
It was a crime, but crime of too much love, | 
Yet if condemn'd he falls—with pitying eyes 
Behold his injur'd Mariamne riſe! - © 
No fancy'd tale: our op'ning ſcenes diſcloſe 
Hiſtoric truth, and ſwell with real woes. 
Awful in virtuous grief the queen appears, 
And ftrong the eloquence of royal tears; 
By woes ennobled, with majeſtic pace 
She meets misfortune, glorious in diſgrace! 
Small is the praiſe of beauty when it flies 3s 
Fair Honour's laws; at beſt but lovely vice. | 
harms it like Venus with celeſtial air? 
'en Venus is but ſcandalouſly fair: 
ut when {tri henour with fair features joins, 
Like heat and light at once it warms and ſhines, 40 
Then let her fate your kind attention raiſe, _ OY 
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J 
Whoſe perfect charms were but her ſecond praiſe f. 9 s 
Beauty and Virtue your protection claim : 1 
Give tears to Beauty, give to Virtue fame. 44 | 1 
VARIATIONS. | Eg Wk 
# What pangs, &c, ; | iO Y 
4 Then let her fate your juſt attention raif 8 ' 1 
Whoſe perfect zraces were bat ſecond pralfe, ji 
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. eas. 
THE 
CONCLUSION OF AN wplrocor: 
Jo Mr. Southern's laſt Play, 
CALLED MONEY THE MISTRESS. 


6 * was a.time when, in his JOUNGer FRAME, „ 


Our author's ſcenes nde {miles or tears 3 
And tho' beneath the weight of days he bends, 


Yet like the {un he ſhines as he deſcends: 1 4 
Then with applauſe, in honour to his age, 5 
Diſmiſs your vet*ran ſoldier of the ſtage“; OE © 


Crown his laſt exit with diſtinguiſh'd praiſe, 


And kindly hide his baldneſs with the bays f. 3 


* VARIATION, 
* From the ſtage 


Alluding to a — of the Roman Senate, b Waden decreet Galap 
33 of laurel to coyer his baldneſs, 1 55 00 4 


EPISTLES. 
EPIST OL 
„ _ AD AMICUM RUSTICANTEM, 
.. Scripta pere ineunte Cantab. 1709, 

E ID abſen:i tibi cura Grantz ? 
* Ecquid antiqui memor es ſodalis 

C nare permultis, mihi n omnes 

Chare, Georgi. 


Cernis l ut mulcet levis aura campos 

Uut roſ à dulci, violuque terram 

Flora depingit, Zephyruique blandis 
4 Ventilat alis 


Tarde, quid ceſſas? Age Rozinantis 
Terga conſcendans eques“ ingementis, 
Tenè ruralis Galatæa duris 

Detinet Ulnis? 


Digne ſuccendi meliore Hamma — 
6 Sive + Clariſſam, Juvenumvè curam 
Philliden mavis, placeatve, W 
Pulchra, Lycoris. 


Tarde, quid ceffas ? tibi multa virgo 
Splendidos lædit lacrymis ocellos, 
Bs tibi truitra ad c comarum 
Circinat oi bes 


Ky 


Te frequens votis revocat fophiſtes, 
Dum Johannenh madidus lyzo, 
De :ubis haurit, revomitque dulcem 
Undique nubem. 


Quin velis feribam ou habet novorum 
Granta ? Marlburus ipoliis onuſtus, 
Gyllicas tudit prope I Scaldis en | 
Strage Phalangas, | 

* Obeſo fuit corpcre, 


Tres elegantes apud e e Puellæ. 
Iuxta Ald enardum. : 
E 2 


12 


$2 5 nne. 

O! triump phalem gladium — IP 0 
Ite vos — ſanie rubentes ! 

Sis memor pacis, viridique Tanga 
Tempora Myrto! 


Hut ades divam atque honihum voluptas 
Mollè ſubridens, Venus! huc ſorores 
Gratiz! longum vale 0 Minerva 
Aſpera Virgo 


Barbaro tandem ſatiata, . 
Egidem ponas, gladi 

Virginem dirus gladius, — Heng 
Dedecit Ægis. 


Flagitas noſtræ quid agunt camcen#? 
| | - Uror infelix! mihi me Belinda | 


Surripit! Collum O! niveum, O! * 
Suave labellum ! 


Ah! ut obliquo aſpiciens ocello 
Torruit pectus ?—neque tu furoris 
Inſcius blandi ! tibi ſævit imis 
Flamma medullis ! 


Tu tamen felix ! cohibere triſtes 
Tu potes curas! * Cerealis hauſtus 
Eſt tibi, præſens relevare diro 
Pectora luctu. 


Corticem aſtrictum pice cum redueis, 
Audin, ingenti tonat ut boatu 
Fumidus ! ſummo ruit ut * 
Spumeus ore! 


Cernis | ut vitro nitet EE 
Aureum nectar! comes it facetus 


Cui jocus, quocum Venus e et Cupide 
Spicula tingunt. 


Jam memor charæ, cyathum coronas, 
irgizis ;»plenum video - ah! caveto 
+ Anglice, bottled als, 


: 
: 


Dextra nè quaſſet malè, dum laborat 
Pondere dulci! | 5 3 
Euge ! — ſicciſti bene, fortiterque 
Hinc adeſt curz medicina! ſuaves 
Hinc t ibi ſomni, et tibi ſuaviora 
Somnia ſomnis ! l 


Has bibens ſuccos, nihil invidebis 
Ttalis, quamvis cyathi Falerno 
Dulcè nigreſcant, neque Gallicanæ 
Laudibus uva! 
Hic Johannenſi latitans ſuili 
Grunnio, ſcribens ſitiente labro, 
Aut graves hauſtus, inimica Muſis 
Pocula, duco. ” 
ts TO MRS. ELIZ. Vr, 
. ON HER PICTURE, 1716. 


76 


WONDROUS Art! that grace to ſhadows.gjves! 


F By whole command the lovely phantom lives! 


Smiles with her ſmiles! the mimic eye inſtils 
A real frame! the fancy'd lightning kills! 
Thus mirrors catch the love-inſpiring face, 
And the n-w charmer grace returns for grace. 


Hence ſhall ay beauties, when no more'appears 
O 


Their fair poſſeſſor, ſhine a thouſand years; 

By age uninjur'd, future times adorn, 

And warm the hearts of millions yet unborn, 
Who, gazing on the portrait with a ſigh, 

Shall grieve tuch perfect charms could ever die. 
How would they grieve it to ſuch beauties join'd 
The paint could ſhew the wonders of thy mind! 
O Virgin! born tl” admiring world to grace, 
Tranſmit thy excellence to lateſt days; 

Yield to thy lover's vows, and then ſhall riſe 
A race of beauties conq'ring with thine eyes, 


10 


Who reigning in thy charms from death ſhall ſave 


That lovely form, and triumph o'er the grave. 


20 


Thus when thro? age the roſe- tree's charms decay, 


When all her fading * die away, 
| 3 
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34 EPISTLES, 
A blooming offspring fills the parent's place 
With equal fragrance and with equal grace. £61 
But ah ! how ſhort a date on earth is givin 23 
To the moſt lovely workmanſhip of heaven! | 
Too ſoon that cheek muſt ev ry charm reſign, 
And thoſe love-darting eyes forget to ſhine; | 
While thouſands weeping round with ſighs ſurvey 
What once was you—now only beauteous clay! 10 
E'en from the canvaſs ſhall thy image fade, f 
And thou reperiſh in thy periſh'd ſhade 1 
Then may this verſe to future ages ſhow 
One perfect beauty ſuch as thou art now 


May it the graces of thy ſoul diſplay 
Till 


| 29 
ill this world ſinks, and ſuns themſelves decay, 8 
When with immortal beauty thou ſhalt riſe, 
To ſhine the lovelieſt angel in the ſkies. 38 


TO BELINDA, 
ON HER SICKNESS AND RECOVERY. 


URE never pain ſuch beauty wore, 
Or look'd ſo amiable before! 
You graces give to a diſeaſe, 
Adorn the pain, and make it pleaſe! 


Thus burning incenſe ſheds perfumes x1 


Still fragrant as it ſtill conſumes. 

Nor can e' en ſickneſs, which diſarms 
All other nymphs, deſtroy your charms: 
A thouſand beauties you can ſpare, 8 1 
And ſtill be faireſt of the fair. 10 

But ſee! the pains begin to fly; | 
Tho' Venus bled ſhe could not die: 
See the new phoenix point her eyes, 


And lovelier from her aſhes riſe. 


Thus roſes when the ſtorm is o'er "+5208 
Draw beauties from th* inclement ſhow'r. 5 

Welcome, ye Hours! which thus repay 
What envious Sicknels ſtole away 
Welcome as thoſe which kindly bring 
And uſher ia the joyous ſpring, 


Pd 


| EPtsT TES. 53 
That to the ſmiling earth reſtore Si 

The beauteous herb and blooming flow'r, 

And give her all the charms ſhe loft | 

By wintry ſtorms and hoary froſt. | 

And yet how well did ſhe ſuſtain 28 
And greatly triumph o'er her pain! | 
So flow'rs, when blaſting hel invade 
Breathe ſweet, and beautifully fade. 

Now in her cheeks and radiant eyes ; 
New bluſhes glow, new lightnings riſe ; . 
Behold a thouſand charms 3 
For which a thouſand hearts muſt bleed ! 

Brighter from her diſeaſe the ſhines, 

As fire the precious gold refines. _ 

Thus when the ſilent grave becomes | 35 
Pregnant with life as fruitful wombs, 

When the wide ſeas and ſpacious earth 

| Refign us to our ſecond birth, 

Our moulder'd frame, rebuilt, aſſumes 


New beauty, and for eyer blooms, 40 
And, crown'd with youth's immortal pride, 
We angels riſe who mortals dy d. ; &2 


TO BELINDA, 
| ON HER APRON EMBROIDERED WITH 
ARMS AND FLOWERS. 


1 liſt' ning trees Amphion drew 

To dance from hills where once they grew, 

But you expreſs a pow'r more great; | 
The flow'rs you draw not but create“. + 


Behold your own creation riſe, 

And ſmile beneath your radiant eyes: 

Tis beauteous all} and yet receives 

From you more graces than it gives. 2 


VARIATION, 


# The lovely Flora paints the earths, 
And calls the morning flow'rs to birth, T5 
But you diſplay a pow'r more great; 
She calls fusth flow'rs, but you create. 


3 


5h, EPISTLES. 
But fay, amid the ſofter charms 


Of blooming flow'rs, what mean theſe arms 2? : 


So round the fragrance of the roſe , 
The pointed thorn to guard it grows. 


But cruel you who thus employ, 
Both arms and beauty to deſtroyl 
So Venus marches to the fray, 
In armour formidably gay. _ 


It is a dreadful pleaſing fight! 

The flow'rs 1 the arms affright: 
The flow'rs with lively beauty bloom, 
The arms denounce an inſtant doom. 


Thus when the Britons in array 

Their enſigns to the ſun diſplay, 

In the ſame flag are lilies ſhown, 

And angry lions ſternly frown : | | 

On high the glitt'ring ſtandard flies, 
And conquers allthings—like your eyes. 


TO BELINDA AT THE BATH. 


HILE in theſe fountains bright Belinda laves, 
She adds new virtues to the healing waves: 


Thus in Bethſeda's pool an angel ſtood, 


Bade the ſoft waters heal, and bleſs'd the flood: 
But from her eye ſuch bright deſtruction flies, 


In vain they flow; for her the lover dies. 


No more let Tagus boaſt, whoſe beds unfold 
A ſhining treaſure of all-conq'ring gold; 


No more the Po“, whoſe wand' ring waters ſtray 


3 errors thro' the ſtarry way: 


Henceforth theſe ſprings ſuperior honours ſnare; 
©2865 


There Venus laves, but my Belinda here. 


* 
14 
* 


26 


# *© ——— Eridanum cernes in parte locatum cali, Tull. in Ar. 
Claud. 


& Gurgite ſidereo ſubterluit Oriona. 
— N | 


* 
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'ZPISTLES: 37 
TO THE RIGHT HON; 
RY CHARLES LORD CORNWALLIS; 
wor of Eye, Warden, Chief Fuſtice, and Juſtice in Eyre of all his 
720 Foreſts, Chaſe, Boy and Warne el fide of 
Tent. 
tn apey To: TETo N 
| M - Odyſſey, Lib. æb. 
\ THOU! whoſe virtues ſanctify thy ſtate; 
O great without the vices of the great! 
Form'd by a dignity of mind to pleaſe, 
To think, to act, with elegance and eaſe !* 
Say, wilt thou liften-while I tune the ſtring, 28 
= ſing to thee who gavꝰ'ſt me eaſe to ſing ? 

nſkill'd in verſe, I haunt the filent grove; 

Yet Jowly ſhepherds img to mighty Jove, 

And mighty Jove attends the ſhepherds vows; 

And gracious what his ſappliants aſk beſtows: 16 
So by thy favour may the mule be crown'd, 

And plant her laurels in more fruitful ground 

The grateful muſe ſhall in return beſtow 

Her ſpreading laurels to adorn thy brow. - 

Thus, guarded by the tree of Jove, a flow'r Ig 
Shoots from the earth, nor fears th* inclement ſhow'r, 
And when the fury of the ſtorm is laid, 

Repays with ſweets the hoſpitable ſhade, 
Severe their lot who when they long endure 
The wounds of Fortune late receive a cure! 20 
Like ſhips in ſtorms o'er liquid mountains toſt, 
Ere they are ſav*d muſt almoſt firſt be loſt; 
But you with ſpeed forbid diſtreſs to grieve z 
He gives by halves f who heſitates to give. 
Thus when an angel views mankind diſtreſt 25 
He feels compaſſion pleading in his breaſt; 


ADDITION, | 
4 Firm to thy king and to thy countty brave; 
Loyeh, yet free; a ſubjet, not a flave ; 5 
Say, &c. ; 
+ The Lord Cornwallis in a moſt obliging manner recommended the author 
0 me Rectory of Pulhani« . 


" EPISTLES. a 
Inſtant the heav*nly guardian cleaves the ſkies, 
And pleas'd to fave on wings of lightning flies *. 

Some the vain promiſes of courts betray, / 
And gaily ſtraying, they are pens to ſtray; 36 
The flatt' ring nothing {till deludes their eyes, | 
Seems ever near, yet ever diſtant flies : | 
As perſpeCtives preſent the object nigh, 
Tho' far remov'd from the miſtaking eye, 
Againſt our reaſon fondly we believe. 35 
Aſſiſt the fraud, and teach it to deceive : I 
As the faint traveller, when night invades IN 

, 8 « 

Sees a falle light relieve the ambient ſhades, 
Pleas'd he beholds the bright deluſions play, . 
But the falſe guide ſhines only to betray ; 40 
Swift he purſues, but ſtill the path miſtakes, | 
O'er dang*rous marſhes or thro* thorny brakes ; 
Yet obſtinate in wrong, he toils to ſtray e 
With many a weary ſtride ober many a painful way. 
80 man purſues the phantom of his brain, 45 
And buys his diſappointment with his pain: AF 4.05 
At length when years invidiouſly deſtroy 
The pow'r to taſte the long-expeCted joy, 
Then Fortune envious ſheds her golden ſhow'rs, 
Malignly ſmiles, and curſes him with ſtores. 580 

Thus o'er the urns of friends departed weep 
The mournful kindred, and fond vigils keep; 
Ambroſial ointments-o'er their aſhes ſhed, 
And ſcatter uſeleſs roſes on the dead; N 
And when no more avail the world's delights, 53 
The ſpiey odours and the ſolemn rites, » 3 
With fruitleſs pomp they deck the ſenſeleſs tombs, 
And waſte profulely floods of vain pertumes. 58 

ADDITION. 112 


* Few know to aſk, or decently receive, 
And fewer fti!l with dignity to give: 
If earn'd by flatt'ry, gifts of highe& price 
Are not a bounty, but the pay of vice, 
Some wildly laviih, yet no friend obtain, 
Nor are they gen'rous, but abſurd and vain. 
Some give with ſurly pride and boiſt'rous hands, 
As Jove pours rain in thunder o'er the lands. 
when merit pleads, you meet it and embrace, 
And give he favour luſtre by the grace; SS 
£0 Phebus to his warmth a glory joins 2 wo 
Ricfling the world, and while he bleſſes ſbinet. . a 


% 


| ePISTLES. * 
To THE HONOURABLE = | 
MRS. ELIZABETH TOWNSHEND, 
; AFTERWARDS LADY CORNWALLIS, _ 
on ber Picture at Rainham, drawn by Mr. Jar vas, Painter to 
tis Majeſty. 4 | 
wn DEPIET ON YYUYGUREY 


ö  Elv65 T id; Spi. Odyſſey, Lib. xviii. 


H, cruel hand! that could ſuch pow'r employ 
A. To teach the pictur'd beauty to deſtroy ! 
Singly ſhe charm'd before, but, by his ſkill, 
W: i The living beauty and her likeneſs kill! | 
| Thus when in parts the broken mirrors fall, 5 
A face in all is ſeen, and charms in all! 
Think then, O faireſt of the fairer race! 
5 What fatal beauties arm my heavenly face, 
8 Whole very ſhadow can ſuch flames inſpire 
We ſee tis paint, and yet we feel tis fire. x0 
See, with falſe life the lovely image glows, | 
And ev'ry wondrous. grace tranſplanted ſhows ; 
Fatally fair the new creation reigns, 
50 Charms in her ſhape, and multiplies our pains; 
: Hence the fond youth that eaſe by abſence found, 15 
Views the dear form, and bleeds at ev'ry wound. 
Thus the bright Venus, tho' to heaven ſhe ſoar d, 
Reign'd in her image, by the world ador d. 
55 O wondrous. pow'r of mingled light and ſhades! 
1 Where beauty with dumb eloquence perſuades; 20 
Where paſſions are beheld in picture wrought, 
58 And animated colours look a thought! 
5 Rare art} on whoſe command all nature waits! 


* p * 


| It copies all Omnipotence creates X 
93% | Here crown'd with mountains earth expanded lies, 25 
There the proud ſeas with all their billows riſe. 

If life be drawn, reſponſive to the thought, | 
The breathing figures live throughout the draught ;_ 
The mimic bird in ſkies fiftitious moves, 
Or fancy'd beaſts in imitated groves ; 20 


60 | BPISTLES. 

F'en heaven it climbs ; and from the forming x 
An angel here and there a "Townſhend ftands ! 
Vet, painter! yet, tho? art with nature ſtrive, 
Tho'e'en the lovely phantom ſeem alive, ; 
Submit thy vanquiſh d art, and own the draught 33 
Tho' fair, defective, and a beauteous fault 
Charms ſuch as her's, inimitably great, 
He only can expreſs that can create. | 

Couldſt thou extract the whiteneſs of the ſnew, 


Or of its colours rob the heavenly bow, 40 

Yet would her beauty triumph o'er thy ſkill, * 

Lovely in thee, herſelf more lovely ſtill. ; 
Thus in the limpid fountain we deſcry 

The faint reſemblance of the glitt'ring ſky | 

Another ſun diſplays his leflen'd beams, 45 

Another heaven adorns the enlighten'd ſtreams; | 

But tho" the ſcene be fair, yet high above 

Th' exalted ſkies in nobler beauties move; 

There the true heaven's eternal lamps diſplay 

A deluge of inimitable day. 50 


AN EPISTLE. - 
TO MY FRIEND MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 
Author of Mariamne, a Tragedy, 1726. . 


WI art thou flow to ſtrike th* harmonious ſhell, 


Averſe to ſing who know'ft to ſing ſo well? 
If thy proud mule the tragic buſkin wears, 
Great Sophocles revives and re-appears, 
While regularly bold ſhe nobly ſings 
Strains worthy to detain the ears * kings. ; 
If by thy hand th' Homeric lyre be ftrung®, 
The lyre returns ſuch ſounds as Homer ſung, 
The kind compulſion. of a friend obey, | 
And tho? reluctant ſwell the lofty lay, 10 
Then liſt' ning groves once more ſhall catch the ſounc 
While Grecian muſes ſing on Britiſn ground. 


# Mr. Fenton tranſlated fout be k of the @dyſſey, - 


— 


5 


Thus calm and ſilent thy own Proteus roves 


EPISTLES. 


Thro' pearly mazes and thro' coral groves; 
But when emerging from the azure main, 
Coercive bands the unwilling god conſtrain, 
Then heaves his boſom with prophetic fires, 
And his tongue ſpeaks ſublime what heaven inſpires. 


Envy 
What e e*en fierce lightning ſpares, the laurel ſhades z 


tis true with barb'rous rage invades 


And critics, biaſs d by miſtaken rules, 
Like Turkiſh zealots, rev'renge none but fools, 


But praiſe from ſuch i injurious tongues is ſhame 


They rail the ha py author into fame; 

Thus Phoebus thro the zodiac takes his way, 
And riſes amid monſters into day. 

Oh vileneſs of mankind! when writing well 


Becomes a crime, and danger to excel ! 
While, noble ſcorn! my friend ſuch inſults ſees, 


6 


0 


2 


tf 


2 


And flies from towns to wilds, from men to trees: 30 
Free from the luſt of wealth and glitt'ring ſnares 
That make.th* unhappy great in love with car es, 


Me humble joys in calm retirement pleaſe, 


A ſilent happineſs and learned eaſe. 


Deny me grandeur, heaven! but goodneſs grant: 
A kin 


Hail, 


is leſs illuſtrious than a ſaint. 


oly Virtue ! come, thou yg 66nd re 


Come, fix thy pleaſing empire in my br 
Thou know'ſt her influence, friend! thy cheerful mien® 


Proclaims the innocence and 


ace within ; 


Such joys as none but ſons of Virtue know 
Shine in thy face, and in thy boſom glow. 

So when the holy mount the prophet trod, 
And talk'd familiar as a friend with God, 
Celeſtial radiance every feature ſhed, 

And ambient glories dawn'd around his head. 


Sure what the unthinking great, miſtaken, call 


Their happineſs is folly, folly all! 


See the ftory of Proteus, Odyſſey, lib. iv. tranſlated ako Fenteng 


+ Thou feel'& her pow'r, my _ &c, 


VARIATION, 


33 


40 


43 
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62 | EPISTLES. 
Like lofty mountains in the clouds, they hide 5 
Their haughty heads, but ſwell with barren pride; 50 
And while low vales in uſeful beauty lie, | 
Heave their proud naked ſummits to the ſky. 
In honour as in place, ye great tranſcend; 


An angel fall'n degenerates to a fiend, 


Th' all-cheering ſun is honour'd with his ſhrines - 55 
Not that he moves aloft but that he ſhines. : 
Why flames the ſtar on Walpole's* gen'rous breaſt? 
Not that he's higheſt, but becauſe he's beſt ; * 
Fond to oblige ; in bleſſing others, bleſt. 5 

How wond'rous few, by avarice uncontroll'd, 60 


Have virtue to ſubdue the thirſt of gold! 
The ſhining dirt the ſordid wretch enſnares 


To buy with mighty treaſures mighty cares : 
Blindly he courts, miſguided by the will, 
A ſpecious good, and meets a real ill. Fab. 1. 
So when Ulyſſes plough'd the ſurgy main, | 
When now in view appear'd his native reign, 
His wayward mates th* ZEolianf bag unbind, 
Expecting treaſures, but out ruſh'd a wind; 
The ſudden hurricane in thunder roars, ' 70 
Buffets the bark, and whirls it from the ſhores. 

O heaven! by what vain paſſions man is ſway' d! 
Proud of his reaſon, by his will betray'd, 
Blindly he wanders in purſuit of vice, . 
And hates confinement tho' in Paradiſe; 75 
Doom'd, when enlarg'd, inſtead of Eden's bow'rs, 


To rove in wilds, and gather thorns for flow'rs: 


Between th' extremes dire& he ſees tlie way, 

Yet wilful ſwerves, perverſcly fond to ſtray ! . 
Whilſt niggard ſouls indulge their , thirſt, 30 

Rich without bounty, with abundance curſt, wp 

The prodigal purſues expenſive vice, 

And buys diſhonour at a mighty price. 

On beds of ſtate the ſplendid glutton ſleeps, | 

While ſtarving Merit unregarded weeps; 85 


* The Right Hon, Sir Robert Walpole, created Knight of the moſt neb 
order of the Garter, 1726. => 2 | ©. ish | 9 e 


+ See Odyſſey x. ver. 40. 
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His ill-plac'd bounty while ſcorn'd Virtue grieves, 
A dog, a fawning lycophant, receives; 6 
And cringing knaves or haughty ſtrumpets ſhare 
What would make Sorrow ſimile, and cheer Deſpair. 
Then wouldſt thou ſteer where Fortune {preads the 
Go flatter Vice! for ſeldom flatt'ry fails; [fails ? 
ft thro” the ear the pleaſing bane diſtils: + 000 
licious poiſon! in perfumes it kills! | 
Be all but virtuous. O! unwiſe to live 
Unfaſhionably good and hope to thrive! _ 95 
Trees that aloft with proudeſt honours riſe 
Root hell-ward, and thence flouriſh to the ſkies. 
O happier thou, my friend! with eaſe content, 
Bleſt with the conſcience of a lite well ſpent, | 
Nor wouldſt be great, but guide thy gather'd fails 100 
Safe by the ſhore, nor tempt the rougher gales ; 
For (ure of all that feel the wounds of Fate FE. 
None are completely wretched but the great. | 
Superior woes ſuperior ſtations bring; 
A peaſant ſleeps while cares awake a king. 105 
Who reigns muſt ſuffer ! crowns with gems inlaid 
At once adorn and load the royal head. 


Change but the ſcene, and kings in duſt decay, 
Swept from the earth the pageants of a day; 
There no diſtinctions on the dead await 110 


But pompous graves and rottenneſs in ſtate. 
Such now are all that ſnone on earth before; 
Cztar and mighty Marlb' rough are no more ! 
Unhallow'd feet o'er awtul Tully tread, g 
And Hyde and Plato join the vulgar dead; 115. 
And all the glorious aims that can employ 
The ſouls of mortals muſt with Hanmer die. 
O Compton“ when this breath we once reſign 
My duſt ſhall be as eloquent as thine. 

Till that laſt hour which calls me hence away, 120 
To pay that great arrear which all muſt pay, 
O! may I tread the paths which ſaints have trod, 
Who knew they walk'd before th' all- ſeeing God! 


* The Right Hon Sir Spencer Compton, Speaker of the Houſe of Commons, 
| 2 fas | 


... ĩðͤ 
Studious from ways of wicked men to keep, | 
Who mock at vice while grieving angels weep. 125 
Come tafte, my friend! the joys retirement brings, 
Look down on royal ſlaves, and pity kings. 
- More happy ! laid where trees with trees entwin'd 
In bow'ry arches tremble to the wind, 
With innocence and ſhade like Adam bleft, 130 
While a new Eden opens in the breaſt! 
Such were the ſcenes deſcending angels trod, 
In guiltleſs days, when man convers'd with God, 
Then ſhall my lyre to loftier ſounds be ſtrung, : 
Inſpir'd by Homer“, or what thou haſt ſung : 135 
My muſe from thine ſhalt catch a warmer ray, | 
As clouds are brighten'd by the god of day. 
So trees unapt to bear, by art refin'd, 
With ſhoots ennobled of a gen'rous kind, | 
High o'er the ground with fruits adopted riſe, 
And lift their ſpreading honours to the ſkies. 141 


TO MR. POPE, 


ON HIS WORKS, MDCCXXVI., 


ET vulgar fouls triumphal arches raiſe 
And ſpeaking marble to record their praiſe, 
Or carve with fruitleſs toil, to fame unknown, 
The mimic feature on the breathing ſtone ; 

Mere mortals, ſubject to Defth's total ſway, 

Reptiles of earth, and beings of a day ; 

*T'is thine on ev'ry heart to grave thy praiſe, 

A monument which worth alone can raiſe ; 

Sure to ſurvive when time ſhall whelm in duſt 

The arch, the marble, and the mimic buſt ; 

Nor till the volumes of th* expanded ſky 

Blaze in one flame, ſhalt thou and Homer die, 

When ſink together, in the world's laſt fires, 

What heaven created and what heaven inſpires. 
If aught on earth, when once this breath is fled, 

With human tranſport touch the mighty dead, 


# Dr, Broome tranſlated cight books of the odyſſey, 


EPISTLES. N 652 
Shakeſpeare ! rejoice ; his hand thy page refines z 
Now eev'ry ſcene with native brightneſs ſhines ; 
Juft to thy fame, he gives thy genuine thought; 
So. Tully'publiſh'd what Lucretius wrote: 20 
Prun d by his care, thy laurels loftier grow, | 
And bloom afreſh on thy immortal brow. | 

Thus when thy draughts, O Raphael! time invades, 
And the bold figure from the canvaſs fades, e 
A rival hand recals from ev'ry part gk 25 
Some latent grace, and equals art with art; 
Tranſported we ſurvey the dubious ſtrife, 
While the fair image ſtarts again to life. 

How long untun'd had Homer's ſacred lyre So 
Jarr'd grating diſcord, all extin& his fire? 30 
This you beheld, and taught by heaven to ſing, 
Call'd the loud muſic from the ſounding ſtring. 
Now wak'd from ſlumbers of three thouſand years, 
Once more Achilles in dread pomp appears, ' 
Tow'rs o'er the field of death as fierce he turns, 35 
Keen flaſh his arms, and all the hero burns ; 

His plume nods horrible ! his helm on high 

With cheeks of iron glares againſt the ſky ; 

With martial ſtalk, and more than 1 

He ſtrides along; he meets the gods in fight: 40 

Then the pale Titans, chain'd on burning floors, 

Start at the din that rends th” infernal ſhores: , 

Tremble the tow*'rs of heaven, earth rocks her coaſts, - - 

And gloomy Pluto ſhakes with all his ghoſts, 

Toev'ry theme reſponds thy various lay ; _ 45 

Here pours a torrent, there meanders — bs 7 4 

Sonorous as the ſtorm thy numbers riſe, 

Toſs the wild waves, and thunder in the ſkies; 

Or ſofter than a yielding virgin's ſigh, dy 

The gentle breezes breathe away and die. 30 

How twangs the bow when wh a jarring ſpring 

The whizzing arrows vaniſh from the ftring ! 

When giants Krain fore rock's vaſt weight to ſhove 

The ſlow verſe heaves, and the clogg'd words ſcarce 

But when from high it rolls with many a bound, (move; 

Jumping it thund' ring _— and ruſhes to the ground: 
| 3 
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66 „„„„FFͤ«ͤ . 3 
Swift flows the verſe when winged lightnings fly, 57 
Dart from the dazzled view, and flaſh along the ſky. 
Thus, like the radiant god who ſheds the day, 
The vale you paint, or gild the azure way; 60 
And while with ev'ry theme the verſe complies, 
Sink without groy*ling, without raſhneſs rife, 
Proceed, great bard i awake th' harmonious ſtring z 


Be ours all Homer; ſtill Ulyſſes ſing. 


E'en I, the meaneſt of the muſes” train, 6 5 
Inflam'd by thee, attempt a nobler ſtrain; | 
Adventrous waken the Mzonian lyre, 
Tun'd by your hand, and ſing as you inſpire. 
So arm'd by great Achilles for the fight, | | 
Patroclus conquer'd in Achilles* might. - 20: 
Like theirs our friendſhip ; and I boaſt my name 
To thine united, for thy friendſhip's fame. 

How long Ulyſſes, by unſkilful hands 
Stript of his robes, a beggar trod our lands, 
Such as he wander'd o'er his native coaſt, ”S.. 
Shrunk by the wand and all the hero loſt* ; 
O'er his ſmooth ſkin a bark of wrinkles ſpread, 
Old age diſgrac'd the honours of his head, 
Nor longer in his heavy eye-ball ſhin'd | | 
The glance divine forth-beaming from the mind; 80 
But you, like Pallas, ev'ry limb infold - 

* rg and bid him ſhine in gold : 

Touch'd by your hand his manly frame improves 
With air divine, and like a god he moves. 

This labour paſt of heavenly ſubject ſing, 35 
While hov'ring angels liſten on the wing, 
To hear from earth ſuch heart-felt raptures riſe, 
As when they ſing ſuſpended hold the ſkies ; 
Or nobly riſing in fair Virtues cauſe, 
From thy own life tranſcribe th* unerring laws; 90 


Teach a bad world beneath her ſway to bend: 
To verſe like thine fierce ſavages attend, 


And men more fierce. When Orpheus tunes the lay, 
E'en fiends relenting hear their rage away. 94 
des the 16th Odyſſey ver. 186 and 476. D Eck 


— 


i eiter 
WHO CORRECTED MY VERSES, 


. 1 e er my humble muſe melodious ſings. 
*Tis when you animate and tune her ſtrings; 
0 If e'er ſhe mounts tis when you prune her wings. 
x You, like the ſun, your glorious beams diſplay, 
; Deal to the darkeſt orb a friendly ray, N 
5 And clothe it with the luſtre of the day. , 
Mean was the piece, unelegantly wrought, 
The colours faint, irregular the draught ; 
But your commanding touch, your nicer art, 

; ö Rais d ev'ry ſtroke, and brighten'd ev'ry part. 10 
oa So when Luke drew the rudiments of man, | 
An angel finiſh'd what the faint began; 

His wondrous pencil, dipt in heavenly dyes, 
Gave beauty to the face, and er to the eyes. 


| 'Confus'd it lay, a rough unpoliſh'd maſs; 15 
Ke - You gave the royal ſtamp, and made it pals; 
Hence e' en Deformity a beauty grew: | 
She pleas'd, ſhe charm'd, but pleas'd and charm'd by 
Tho! like Prometheus I the image frame, [you. 
Vou gave the life, and bring the heavenly flame. 20 
3 Thus when the Nile diffus d his wat*ry train 


In ſtreams of plenty o'er the fruitful plain, 

Unſhapen forms, the refuſe of the flood, 

Iſfu'd imperfe& from the teeming mud; | 
; But the great ſource and parent of the dax 25 
bw Faſhion'd the creature, and inform'd the clay“. 


ADDITION, 


4 To nobler themes thy muſe triumphant ſoa 
Mounts thro? the tracks of air and heaven explores, 
Say, has ſome ſeraph tun'd thy ſacred lyre 
Or deien'd to touch thy ballow'dlips with fire ? 
ö | For ſure ſuch ſounds exalt th' immortal ſtring 
As heaven approves and raptur'd angels fing, 
Ahr how I liften while th“ immortal lay 
Lifts me from earth above the Solar Way! 
Ah! how I look with ſcorn on pompous crowns, 
And pity monarchs on their ſplendid thrones ! 
While, thou my guide, I trace all Nature's laws 
. 4 juſt gradations to the Sov'reign Cauſe; 
sd I ſurvey how varying ſchemes unite * 
Worlds with the atoms, angels with the mite, 
And end in God, bigh chron'd aboys all heights 
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63 _ BeISTLES, | 

Weak of herſelf, my muſe forbears her flight, 
Views her own lowneſs and Parnaſſus height; 
But when you aid her ſong and deign to nod, 
She ſpreads'a bolder wing, and feels the preſent god. 30. 

So the Cumzan propheteſs was dum. 

Blind to the knowledge of events to com ae 
But when Apollo in her breaſt abode 
She heav'd, ſhe ſwell'd, ſhe felt the ruſhing god; 


Then accents more than mortal from her broke, 


And what the god inſpir'd the prieſteſs ſpoke. 36 


TOA LADY 
| PLAYING WITH ASNAR E. 


| T- is a pleaſing direful fight! © 


At once you charm us and affright ! 55 | 
So heaven deſtroying angels arme | 
With terror dreadful” in their charms! 4 


Such, ſuch was Cleopatra's air, 

Lovely, but formidably fair! 

When the griev'd world impoveriſh'd loſt 7785 
By the dire aſp its nobleſt boaſt. 8 


Aw'd by your guardian's dang'rous pow'r, | 
At diſtance trembling we adore; 3 
At diſtance once again behold 


A ſerpent guard the blooming gold. 132 | 


Well pleas'd and harmleſs, lo! he lies, 
Baſks in the ſunſhine of your eyes; 
Now twiſts his ſpires, and now unfurls 


The gay confuſion of his curls. 16 


ADDITION, 


Who ſees, as Lord of all, with equal ey& 

Now a proud tyrant periſh, then a fly. 

Methinks I view te Patriarch's ladder riſe, 

Its baſe on earth, its ſummit in the ſkies ; 

Each wondrous ftep by glorious angels trag, 

And heaven unfolding to the throne of Go. 

Re this thy praiſe! I haunt the lovely bow'r, 
Sport by the ſpring, or paint the blooming flower; 
Nor dares the mt ſe attempt an arduous height, &. 


* 


EPISTLES. 
Oh! happy on your breaſt to lie, 

As that bright ſtar that gilds the ſky *, 
Who ceaſing in the ſpheres to ſhine, 
Would for your breaſt his heaven reſign. 


Yet oh! fair virgin! caution take 

Left ſome bold cheat aſſume the ſnake. 
When Jove compreſt the Grecian dame 
Aloof he threw the lightning's flame 
On radiant ſpires the lover rode, 

And in the inake conceal'd the god, 


TO A LADY OF THIRTY. 


Ns more let youth its beauty boaſt, 
S—— — at thirty reigns a toaſt, 
And like the ſun as he declines, 

More mildly but more ſweetly ſhines. 


The hand of Time alone diſarms 
Her face of its ſuperfl'ous charms, 


But adds for every grace reſign d 
A thouſand to adorn her mind. 


Youth was her too inflaming time, 
This her more habitable lime; 


How muſt ſhe then each heart engage 
ike Age! 


Who blooms like Youth, is wiſe | 


Thus the rich orange-trees produce 
At once both ornament and uie ; 
Here opening bloſſoms we behold, 
There fragrant orbs of ripen'd gold. 


* The scorpion. | 
t Olympias, motner of Alexander the Great. 


12 


7 


72 EPISTLES, 
MTS, n 8 5 
WIDOW AND VIRGIN SISTERS, 
BEING. A LETTER TO THE WIDOW IN LONDON. 


HILE Delia ſhines at Hurlothrumbo, 
2M And darts her ſprightly eyes at ſome beau, 
Then, cloſe behind her tan retiring, . 
Sees thro” the ſticks whole crowds admiring, - | 
You ſip your melancholy coffy, 8 
And at the name of man cry O fy ! u Fig 
Or when the noiſy rapper thunders h 
Say coldly ! Sure a fellow blunders ! 
& Unſeen, tho* peer on peer approaches 
& James, I'm abroad! - But learn the coaches.” 10 
A s ſome young pleader, when his purſe is 
G's thro' want of controverſies, | 
ttends until the chinks are fill'd all 

The aſſizes Weſtminſter and Guildhall, © 
While graver lawyers keep their houſe, and 15 
Collect the guineas by the thouſand; 
Or as ſome tradeſmen thro' ſnow- glaſſes 
_ Expoſe their wares to each that paſſes, 
Toys of no ule! high priz'd commodities 8150 
Bought to no end! eſtates in oddities! _ 20 
Others with like adyantage drive at 1 
Their gain from ſtorehouſes in private: 
Thus Delia ſhines in places general, 
Is never miſſing where the men are all; | 
Goes cen to church with godly airs, 25 
To meet good company at pray' rs, 0 
Where ſhe devoutly plays her fan, 
Looks up to heaven, but thinks on man: 
You fit at home, enjoy your coufinÞ, : 
While hearts are offer'd by the dozen, 30 
O! born above your ſex to riſe, 8 
With youth, wealth, beauty, titles —wiſe! 
O lady bright! did ne' er you mark yet, 
In country fair or country market, © 

: + Mrs. 8 -tk. 
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A beau whoſe eee might charm ye, 35 


Enlifting ſoldiers for the army? 

He flatters ey*ry well-built youth, 

And tells him ev'ry thing but—truth : 

He cries © Good friend | I'm glad I hap'd in 
« Your company; you'll make a captain!“ 40 
He lifts—but finds theſe guady ſhows | af 
Soon chang'd to ſurly looks and blows. | 
*Tis now, March, raſcal ! what d'ye grumble ?*" 
Thwack goes the cane! © I'll make you humble.“ 
Such weddings are: and I reſemble *'em _ * "8 


Almoſt in all points to this emblem. 


While courtſhip laſts tis Dear!”* *tis # Madam!“ 
The ſweeteſt creature ſure ſince Adam 

* Had I the years of a Methuſalem, 

„How in my charmer's praiſe I'd uſe all' em 50 
O take me to thy arms, my beauty! | 
I dote, adore, thy very ſhoe-tyel!*” 


They wed—but fancy grown leſs warming, 


Next morn he thinks the bride leſs charming : | 
He ſays, nay ſwears, © My wife grows old in 55 
c One ſingle month; then falls to ſcolding : | 
* What, Madam! gadding ev'ry day? 
“Up to your room; there ſtitch or pray! ? 

Such proves the marriage - ſtate! but for all 
Theſe truths you'll wed, and ſcorn the moral. 60 


74 EPISTLES. | 
| m_ | 
GENTLEMAN OF SEVENTY, 


WHO MARRIED A LADY OF SIXTEEN®. 


V THAT woes muſt ſuch unequal union bring, 
When hoary Winter weds the youthful Spring? 
You, like W in the nuptial bed | 
Once more unite the living and the dead. 4 
* It was printed in the firſt edition of his ERA 1727. Wy 
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Thro' half the nations of th' aftoniſh'd earth 3 


_ __ PARAPHRASES. 


HABBAKKUK 


: CHAP. III. PARAPHRASED., © 

An Ode written in 1710, as an Exerciſe at St. one's College in 
"Cambridge. / 7 oy 

Wr in a glorious terrible array, 


From Paran's tow ring height th Waun took 
Borne on a cher ub's wings he rode, his way, 
Intolerable day proclaim'd the God; * 
No earthly e 3 


Could his effulgent br ightneſs ſhr ond ; 3 
Glory, and Majeſty, and Power, 
March'd in a dreadful pomp before; 
Behind a grim and meagre train, 
Pining Sickneſs, frantic Pain, 10 


Stalk'd wildly on! with all the diſmal band 
Which heaven in anger ſends to ſcourge a guilty land. 


With terror cloth*d, he downward flew, 
And wither'd half the nations with a view; 


15 
He ſcatter'd war, and plagues, and dearth ! 
And, when he ſpoke, | 
The everlaſting hills from their foundations ſhook ; 
The trembling mountains, by a lowly nod, | 
With reverence ſtruck, confeſs'd the God. 20 


On Sion's holy hill he took his-ſtand, 


Graſping omnijpotence in his right hand ; 

Then mighty earthquakes rock d the gi ound, 

And the 5 darken'd as he frown'd. | 
He dealt afflidtion from his van, 25 
And wild confuſion from his rear, 

They thro? the tents of Cuſhan ran, 

The tents of Cuſhan quak'd with fear, 

And Midian trembled with deſpair. 

I ſee his ſword wave naked in the air ;* <a 


VARIATION, 
* I ſee his ſword wave with redoabled ire 
Ah ! has it ſet the very clouds on fire! 
The clouds burſt down in deluges of ſhow?rs, | 
Fierce lightning flames, vindictive thunder rears. 


” JS PARAPHRASES., 

It ſheds around a baleful ray; 
The rains pour down, the lightnings play, 
And on their wings vindictive thunders bear. 


When thro' the mighty flood 

He led the murm' ring crowd, 35 

What ail'd the rivers that they backward fled? 

Why was the mighty flood afraid? 

March'd he againſt the rivers ? or was he, 

Thou mighty flood ! diſpleaſed at thee? 

The flood beheld from far 40 

The Deity in all his equipage of war; 8 

And lo! at once it burſts, in diverſe falls 

On either hand ! it ſwells in cryſtal walls ! 

Th' eternal rocks diſcloſe ! the toſſing waves 

Ruſh in loud thunder from a thouſand caves ! 45 

Why tremble 8 O Faithleſs ! to behold” oa 

The opening deeps their gulfs unfold ? ; 

Enter the dreadful chaſms |! *tis God who guides 

Your wondrous way | the God who rules the tides ! 

And lo! they march amid the deaf*ning roar 50 
Of tumbling ſeas ! they mount the adverſe ſhore ! | 

Advance, ye choſen tribes ! Arabia's ſands, 

Lonely uncomfortable lands, 

Void of fountain, void of rain, 

Oppoſe their burning coaſts in vain ! 33 

See the great Prophet ſtand | 73 55 

Waving his wonder-working wand! 

He ſtrikes the ſtubborn rock, and lol 

The ſtubborn rock feels the Almighty blow! 

His ſtony entrails burſt, and ruſhing torrents flow! 


Then did the Sun his fiery courſers ſtay, * 61 
And backward held the falling day ; © | 


VARIATION, '/ 
Ahl what new ſcenes nnfold, what voice 1 hear! 

Sun! ftand thou fill ; thou, Moon! thy courſe forbear. 
Ab !-----Sun! thy wheels obedient ftay, : 
Doubling the ſplendours of the wondrous day 
The nimble-footed minutes ceaſe to run, 
And urge the lazy hours on: 
Time hangs his unexpanded wings, 

», And all the ſecret ſprings | 
That carry on the year 
Stopt in their full careci: 


" 


SEE SG  FARAPHRASES. 
The nimble-footed Minutes ceas'd to run, 

And urge the lazy. Hours on : | 

Time hung his unexpanded wings, 

And all the ſecret ſprings 

That carry on the year 

Stopt in their full career: 

Then the aſtoniſh'd moon 

Forgot her going down, 

And paler grew Wy, 

The diſmal ſcene to view, 

How thro” the trembling Pagan nat 

Th' Almighty ruin dealt and ghaſtly deſolation. 


But why, ah! why, O Sion! revs 
Wide waſting Havock o'er thy plains ? 
Ah me ! deſtruction is abroad; 
Vengeance is looſe, and wrath from God 
See! hoſts of ſpoilers ſeize their prey 
See ! Slaughter marks in blood his way ! 
Sec! how embattled Babylon, 
Like an unruly deluge, ruſhes on ! 
Lo! the field with millions ſwarms ! 
J hear their ſhouts, their claſhing arms! 
Now the conflicting hoſts engage 
With more than mortal rage! 
Oh Heaven! I faint—I die 
The yielding pow'rs of Iſrael fly— - 
Now banner d hofts ſurround the walls 
Of Sion! now ſhe ſinks, the falls 
Ah, Sion! how for thee I mourn ! 
What pangs for thee I feel ! e 
Ah! how art thou become the Pagan's ſcorn, 
Lovely unhappy Iſrael ! J 
A ſhiv'ring damp invades my heart, 
A trerabling horror ſhoots through ev'ry part; 


VARIATION, 


At once th' aftoniſh'd moon 

. Forgets her going down, 
And paler grows 
To view th' amazing train of woes, | 
While thro” the trembling Pagan nation 
Th' Almighty ruin deals and ghaftly deſolation. 
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76 PARAPHRASES. 
My nodding frame can ſcarce ſuſtain 
Tb. oppreſſive load I undergo : + 
Speechleſs I ſigh; the envious woe 


Forbids the very pleaſure to complain; 160 
Forbids my fault'ring tongue to tell \ 
What pangs for thee I feel, | 


Lovely, unhappy Iſrael! | 


Vet thoꝰ the fig-tree ſhould no burden bear, 
'Tho? vines delude the promiſe of the year; 105 
Yet tho? the olive ſhould not yield her oil, 4 
Nor the parch'd glebe reward the peaſants toil ; | 
Tho' the tir'd ox beneath his labours fall, | 
And herds in millions periſh from the ſtall ; 

Yet ſhall my grateful firings | 110 
For ever praiſe thy name, | 
For ever thee proclaim, | | | 
Thee, everlaſting God! the mighty King of kings! 113 


PART OF THE 
XXXVIII. AND XXXIX. CHAPS, OF JOB 
'  PARAPHRASED. | 


OW From the ſplendor of his bright abode 
On wings of all the winds th' Almighty rode, 
And the loud voice of thunder ſpoke the God. 
Cherubs and ſeraphs from celeftial bow'rs, 
Ten thouſand thouſand bright ethereal pow'rs, 5 
Miniſtrant round their radiant files unfold, 
Arm'd in*ternal adamant and gold! 
Whirlwinds and thundrous ſtorms his chariot drew 
Tween worlds and worlds, triumphant as it flew : 
He ftretch'd his dark pavilion o'er the floods, 10 
Bade hills ſubſide, and rein'd th' obedient clouds, 
Then from his awful gloom the Godhead Ipoke, 
And at his voice affrighted Nature ſhook. 
Vain Man ! who boldly with dim reaſon's ray 
Vies with his God, and rivals his full day! 25 


PARAPHRAS Es. we 2 
But tell me now, ſay how this beauteous frames 
Of all things from the womb of Nothing came, 
When Nature's Lord, with one Almighty call, 
From no-where rais'd the worlds capacious ball? 
Say if thy hand dire&s the various rounds 20 
Of the yaſt earth, and circumſeribes the bounds ? 
How orbs oppos'd to orbs amid the ſky 
In concert move, and dance in harmony ? 
What wondrous pillars their foundations bear, 
When hung ſelf-balanc'd in the fluid air? 25 
Why the vaſt tides ſometimes with wanton play 
In ſhining mazes gently glide away; 
Anon, why ſwelling with impetuous ſtores 
Tumultuous tumbling thunder to the ſhores ? | 
By thy command does fair Aurora riſe, 30 
And gild with purple beams the bluſhing ſkies ? 
The warbling lark ſalutes her cheerful ray, 
And welcomes with his ſong the riſing day ; 
The riſing day ambroſial dew diſtils, | 
Th' ambroſial dew with balmy odour fills 35 
The flow'rs, the flow'rs rejoice, and Nature ſmiles. 
Why Night, in ſable rob'd, as daylight fades, 
O'er half the nations draws her 101801 ſhades ? 
Now peaceful Nature lies diffus'd in eaſe, 


A ſolemn ſtillneſs reigns: o'er land and ſeas. 40 


Sleep ſheds o'er all his balm ! to ſleep reſign d 
Birds, beaſts, lie huſh'd, and buſy humankind. 
No air of breath diſturbs the drowſy woods, 

No whiſpers murmur from the ſilent floods 


The moon ſheds down a filver-{treaming light, 48 


And glads the melancholic face of Night ; 


VARIATIONS, 


* But tell me, Mortal! when th' Almighty ſaid 
Be made, ye worlds! how worlds at once were made ? 
When hoſts of angels, wrapt iu wonder, ſung 
His praiſe, as order from diſorder ſprung, 


4+ No more the monſters of the deſert roar, 
Doubling the terrors of the midnight hour. 
The fow!, the fiſhes, to repoſe refign'd, 
All, all lie huſh'd, and buſy humankind. 
The fainting murmur dies upon the floods, 
And fishing breezes lull the drowſy woods. 
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Odier the proud hills, and down the glowing ſtreams 
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78 PARAPHRASES, 
Now clouds ſwift- ſKimming veil her ſully'd ray, 
Now bright ſhe blazes with a fuller day.* - 
The ftars in order twinkle in the ſkies, 
And fall in filence, and in filence riſe ; 50 
Till, as a giant ſtrong, a bridegroom gay, + . 
The Sun ſprings dancing thro' the gates of Day: 
He ſhakes his dewy locks, and hurls his beams 


o 
” 
C 


His fiery courſers bound above the main, 


515 
And whirl the car along the ethereal plain: Sf 
The fiery courſers and the car diſplay 
A ſtream of glory and a flood of day. 
Did e' er thy eye deſcend into the deep? 
Or haſt thou ſeen where infant tempeſts ſleep ? 60 


Was e' er the grave or regions of the night 
Vet trod by thee, or open'd to thy ſight ? 
Has Death diſclos'd to thee her gloomy ſtate, 
The ghaitly forms, the various woes, that wait 
In terrible array before her awful gate ? 65 
Know'ſt thou where darknets bears eternal ſway, 
Or where the ſource of everlaſting day? | 
Say, while the driving hail with ruſhing ſound 
Pours from on high and rattles on the ground? | 
Why hover ſnows, down-wav'ring by degrees, 70 
Shine from the hills, or glitter from the trees? 

ay, why in lucid drops the balmy rain | 
With ſparkling gems impearls the ſpangled plain ? 
Or, gath' ring in the vale, a current flows, 
And on each flow'r a ſudden ſpring beſtows.? 75 
Say, why with gentle ſighs the ev'ning breeze 
Salutes the flow'rs, or raurmurs thro? the trees ? 
Or why loud winds in ſtorms of vengeance fly, 
How! o'er the main, and thunder in the ſky ? 
Say, to what wondrous magazines repatr 80 
The viewleſs beings when ſerene the air, 
Till, from their dungeons loos'd, they roar aloud, 
Upturn whole oceans, and toſs cloud on cloud; 


VARIATION, 
o Now bucht ſhe blazes, and ſupplies the day, 


| PARAPHRASES, 79 
While waves encount'ring waves, in mountains driv'n, 
Swell to the ſtarry vault, and daſh the heaven? 85 
Know'ſt thou why comets threaten in the air, 

Heralds of woe, deſtruction, and deſpair, 

The plague, the ſword, and all the forms of war? 

On ruddy wings why forky lightning flies, ; 
And rolling thunder grumbles in the ſkies ?, 90 
Say, can thy voice, when ſultry Sirius reigns, 

And ſuns intenſely glowing cleave the plains, 

Tix exhauſted urns of thirſty ſprings ſupply, 

And mitigate the fever ot the ſky? - | 

Or, when the heavens are charg'd with gloomy clouds, 
And halt the ſkies precipitate in floods, 96 
Chaſe the dark horror of the ſtorm away, 

Reſtrain the deluge, and reſtore the day ? 

By thee does Summer deck herſelf with charms, 

Or hoary Winter lock his frozen arms? 100 
Say it thy hand inſtruct the role to glow, 

Or to the lily give uniully'd ſnow 3 | 

Teach fruits to knit from bloſſoms by degrees, 

Swell into orbs, and load the bending trees, | 
Whoſe various kinds a various hue untold, 105 
With crimſon bluſh, or burniſh into gold ? 

Say, why the iun arrays with ſhining dies 

The gaudy bow that gilds the gloomy tkies ? 

He from his urn pours forth his golden fireams, 

And humid clouds imbibe the glitt'ring beams; 110 
Sweetly the varying colours fade or rite, 

And the vaſt arch embraces half the ſkies. 

Say, didſt thou give the mighty ſeas their bars, 

Fill air with fowl, or light up heaven with ftazs, 
Whoſe thouſand times ten thouſand lamps diſplay 

A. friendly radiance, mingling ray with ray? 115 
Say, canſt thou rule the couriers of the fun, f 
Or laſh the lazy ſign, Bootes, on? 

Doſt thou inſtru&t the eagle how to fly, 

To mount the viewleſs winds, and tow'r the ſky? 120 
On founding pinions borne, he ſoars, and ſhrouds 

His proud aipiring head ameng the clouds ; 


to PARAPHRASES, 
Strong- pounc'd and fierce he darts upon his prey 
He fails in triumph thro” the ethereal way, 

Bears on the ſun, and bafks in open day. 125 
Does the dread king and terror of the wood, 

The lion, from thy hand expect his food? 

Stung with keen hunger from his den he comes, 

\ Ranges the plains, and o'er the foreſt roams ; 

He ſnuffs the track of beaſts, he fiercely roars,* 130 
Doubling the horrors of the midnight 3 IN 
With ſullen majeſty he ſtalks away, TOPS 

And the rocks tremble while he feeks his prey ; 
- Dreadful he grins ! he rends the {avage rf | 
With unſheath'd paws, and churns the ſpouting blood. 

Doſt thou with thunder arm the gen'rous horſe, 136 
Add nervous limbs or ſwiftneſs for the courſe ? | 
Fleet as the wind, he ſhoots along the plain, 

And knows no check, nor hears the curbing reign ; 
His fiery eye-balls, formidably bright, 140 
Dart a fierce glory and a dreadful light ; 

Pleas'd with the clank of arms and trumpets” ſound, 
He bounds, and prancing paws the trembling ground ; 
He ſnuffs the promis'd battle from afar, | 
Neighs at the captains? ſhouts and thunder of the war; 
Rous'd with the noble din and martial fight, 146 
He pants with tumults of ſevere delight; 

His ſprightly blood an even courſe diſdains, 

Pours from his heart, and charges in his veins; 

He braves the ſpear, and mocks the twanging bow, 
Demands the: fight, and ruthes on the foe, 151 


CHAP. XIIII. OF ECCLESIASTICUS 
PARAPHRASED, 


| £ 8 * ſun that rolls his beamy orb on high, 
Pride of the world, and glory of the ſky, 
Tlluftrious in his courſe, in bright array 
Marches along the heavens, and ſcatters day | 
O'er earth, and o'er the main, and thro' th* ethereal way. 
| - VARIATION, os 


* He mocks the beating ſtorms and wintry ſhow're, 
Making night hideous as he ſteraly roars, 


PARAPHRASES, | 81 

He in the morn renews his radiant round, 
And warms the fragrant boſom of the ground; 
But ere the noon of day in fiery gleams 

He darts the glory of his blazing beams : 
Beneath the burnings of his ſultry ray 19 
Earth to her centre pierc'd admits the day 
Huge vales expand where rivers roll'd betore, 
And leſlen'd ſeas contract within their ſhore. 

O Pow'r ſupreme! O high above all height! 
Thou gay't the ſun to ſhine, and thou art light. 13 
Whether he falls or riſes in the ſkies, 
He by thy voice is taught to fall or riſe ; 
Swiftly he moves, refulgent in his ſphere, 
And meaſures out the day, the month, and year; 
He drives the hours along with {lower pace, 20 
The minutes ruſh away, impetuous in their race; 
He wakes the flow'rs that ſleep within the earth, 
And calls the fragrant infants out to birth; 
The fragrant infants paint th' enamell'd vales, 
And native incenſe loads the balmy gales; 25 
The balmy gales the fragrancy convey 
To heaven, and to their God an offering pay. 

By thy command, the moon, as daylight fades, 
Lifts her broad circle in the deep' ning ſhades ; 
Array'd in glory, and enthron'd in light, 30 
She breaks the {olemn terrors of the night; 
Sweetly inconſtant in her varying flame, 
She changes ſtill, another, yet the izme ! | 
Now in decreaſe by ſlow degrees ſhe ſhrouds | * 
Her fading luſtre in a veil of clouds; 35 0 
Now at inereaſe, her gathering beams diſplay 
A blaze of light, and give a paler day; | 
Ten thouſand ſtars adorn her glitt'ring train, 
Fall when ſhe falls, and riſe with her again, 
And o'er the deſerts of the ſky unfold 40 . 
Their burning ſpangles of ſiderial gold. 
Thro' the wide —— ſhe moves ſerenely bright, 

ueen of the gay attendants of the night; | 
Orb above orb in ſweet confuſion lies, e 


And with a bright diſorder paints the ſkies, 45 
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1  ÞARAPHRASEB, * 
The Lord of Nature fram'd the ſhow'ry bow, 
Turn'd its gay arch, and bade its colours glow ; 
Its radiant circle compaſſes the ſkies, 
And ſweetly the rich tinctures faint and riſe ; 
It bids the horrors of the ſtorm to ceaſe, Y 50 
Adorns the clouds, and makes the tempeſt 33 
He, when deep- rolling clouds blot out the day, 
And thund'rous ſtorms a folemn gloom diſplay, 
Pours down a wat'ry deluge from on high, | 
And opens all the ſluices of the ſky ; | 
High o'er the ſhores the ruſhing ſurge prevails, 
Burſts o'er the plain, and roars along the vales 
Daſhing abruptly dreadful down it comes, 
Tumbling thro rocks, and toſſes, whirls, and foams ; 
Mean time, from ev'ry region of the ſk 60 
Red burning bolts in forky vengeance fly 
Dreadfully bright o'er teas and earth they glare, 
And beds of thunder rend th* encumber'd air: 
At once the thunders of th* Almighty ſound, 5 
Heav*n lours, deſcend the floods, and rocks the ground! 
He gives the jurious whirlwind wings to fly, 66 
To rend the earth, and wheel along the ſky ;/ 
In circling eddies whirl'd, it roars aloud, 
Drives wave on wave, and daſhes cloud on cloud : 


here' er it moves it lays whole foreſts low, 70 


And at the blaſt eternal mountains bow; : 
While tearing up the ſands, in drifts they riſe, 
And half the deſerts mount the burden'd ſkies. 

He, from arial treaſures, downward pours y 
Sheets of unlully'd ſnow in lucid ſhow'rs ; "5 
Flake after flake, thro* air thick-wav' ring flies, 

Till one vaſt ſhining waſte all Nature lies ; 

Then the proud hills a virgin whiteneſs ſhed, 

A dazzling brightneſs glitters from the mead; 

The hoary trees reflect a ſilver ſhow, 80 
And groves beneath the lovely burden bow. 

He from looſe vapours with an icy chain | 
Binds the round hail and moulds the harden'd rain; 
The ſtony tempeſt with a ruſhing ſound ; 

Beats the firm glebe reſulting from the ground; $5 


50 


5 


. PARAPHRASES,: 3 

Swiftly it falls, and as it falls invades 298155 

The riſing herb, or breaks the ipreading blades 

While infant flow'rs that rais'd their bloomy heads, 

Cruſh'd by its fury, fink into their beds. 1 
When ſtormy winter from the frozen north 90 

Borne on his icy chariot iſſues forth, * 

The blaſted groves their verdant pride reſign, 

And billows harden'd into cryſtal ſhine : 

Sharp blows the . ot the piercing winds, 

And the proud floods as with a breait-plate binds; g's 

Ev'n the proud eas forget in tides to roll 

Beneath the freezings of the northern pole ; 

There waves on waves in folid mountains riſe, 

And Alps of ice invade the wond'ring ſkies, 

While gulfs below and flipp' ry vallies lie, 100 

And with a dreadful brightneſs pain the eye: 

But if warm winds a warmer air reſtore, 

And ſofter breezes bring a genial ſhow'r, 

The genial ſhow'r revives the cheerful plain, 

And the huge hills flow down into the main. 105 
When the ſeas rage and loud the ocean roars, 

When foaming billows laſh the ſounding ſhores, 

If he in thunder bid the waves ſubſide, 

The waves obedient ſink upon the tide, 

A ſudden peace controls the limpid deep, 110 

And the ſtill waters in ſoft ſilence ſleep: 


Then heaven lets down a golden-ftrearning ray, 


And all the broad expanhon flames with day; 

In the clear glaſs the mariners deſery | 

A ſun inverted and a downward ſky. 115 
They who advent*rous plough the wat' ry way 

The dreadful wonders of the deep ſurvey; 

Familiar with the ſtorms their ſails unbind, 

Tempt the rough blaſt, and bound before the wind: 

Now high they mount, now ſhoot into a vale, 120 

Now ſmooth their courſe, and ſcud before the gale. 

There rolling monſters, arm'd in ſcaly pride, 

Flounce in the billows, and daſh round the tide ; 

There huge Leviathan unwieldy moves, 


And thro” the waves a living i and roves; 125 


$$ - PARAPHRASES, | 
In dreadful paſtime terribly he ſports, 
And the valt ocean icarce his weight ſu $z 
Where'er he turns the hoary deeps divide, 
He breathes a tempeſt and he ſpouts a tide ! 

Thus, Lord ! the wonders of earth, fea, and air, 

Thy boundleſs wiſdom and thy power declare: 131 
Thou, high in glory, and in might ſerene, 
Seeſt and mov'it all, thyſelf unmov'd, unſeen. © 
Should men and angels join in ſongs to raiſe 
A gratetul tribute equal to thy praiſe, | 135 
Yet tar thy glory would their praiſe outſhine, 
Tho' men and angels in the ſong ſhould join: 
For though this earth with {kill divine is wrought, 
Above the gueſs of man or angel's thought, 
Yet in the ipacious regions of the ſkies, © 140 
New lcenes unfold, and worlds on worlds ariſe : 
There other orbs round other ſuns advance, 
Float on the air, and run their myſtic dance ; / 


And yet the pow'r of thy Almighty hand 


Can build another world from ev'ry ſand ; 145 
And though vain man ar aign thy high decree, 
Still this is juſt ! what is, that ought to be.* 147 


* Evidently wrong, but ſo in edit. 1779. The lines not in edit. 1750s 


131 


147 
1750s 


PASTORALS. 


DAPHNIS AND LYCIDAS. 
A PASTORAL, 
They fing the different ſucceſs and abſence of their Loves, 


Fa the Righ t Hon. the Lord Viſcount Town » of Rainham in 
Norfoſt, Eng bt of the moſt noble Order of the Garter, and Prin- 
aal Secretary 17 Kate to bis Majeſty. 

— Sylve ſunt Conſule dignæ. Pirg. 
DAPHNIS. 


| He calm the ev ning! ſee the falling day 


Gilds ev'ry mountain with a ruddy ray 


In gentle ſighs the ſoftly whiſp'ring breeze 


Salutes the flow'rs, and waves the trembling trees. 
Hark | the night - warbler from yon vocal boughs. 5 
Glads ev'ry valley with melodious woes : 
Swift thro” the air her rounds the ſwallow takes, 
Or ſportive Kims the level of the lakes; 
The tim'rous deer, ſwift- ſtarting as they graze, 
Bound off in crowds, then turn again and gaze. 10 
See how yon ſwans, with ſnowy pride elate, 
Bow their high necks and fail along in ſtate ! 

Thy riſking ! Jocks ſafe-wand'ring crop the plain, 
And the glad ſalon claims a gladſome ſtrain. 
Begin-—Ye | choes] liſten to the ſong, 75 


And, with its ſweetneſs pleas'd, each note prolong. 


c. Sing, Muſe!—and O, may Townſhend deign to 
What the Muſe ſings ! to Townſhend this is due, ¶ view 
Who, carrying with | him all the world admires, 
From all th, the wet illuſtriouſly retires, _ 20 
And calmly wand' ring in his Rainham; roves 
Ry lake, or ſpring, by thicket; lawn, or groves, 
Where verdant hills, or vales, where fountains ſtray, 
Charm ev'ry thaught of idle pomp away; 
Unenvy* d views the ſplendid toils of ſtate, 25 
In private happy, as in public great. 5 

Thus godlike Scipio, on whoſe cares reclin'd 
The burden, and _— 0 wt mankind, 


— 


86 „ 
Left to the vain their pomp, and calmly ſtray' d, 
The world forgot beneath the laurel ſhade ; 39 
Nor longer would be great, but void of ſtrife, | 
Clos'd in (oft peace his eve of glorious life. 

Feed round, my goats! ye ſheep in ſafety graze ; 
Ye winds ! breathe gently, while I tune my lays. 
© The joyous ſpring draws nigh ; ambroſial ſhow'rs 
Unbind the earth, the earth unbinds the flow'rs; 36 


The flow'rs blow ſweet, the daffodils untold 


The ſpreading glories of their blooming gold. ; 
DAPH. As the 84 hours advance the bloſſoms ſhoot, 
The knitting bloſſoms harden into fruit; \ "7 ab 


And as the autumn by degrees enſues, 


The mellowing fruits diſplay their ſtreaky hues. 

LYC. When the winds whiſtle and the tempeſt roars, 
When foaming billows laſh the ſounding ſhores, 

The blooming beauties of the paſtures die, 43 
And in gay heaps of fragrant ruin lie. [binds 

DAPH. Severe the ſtorms when ſhudd*ring winter 

The earth ; but winter yields to vernal winds. 

O Love! thy rigour my whole life detorms ; - 

More cold than winter, more'ſevere than ſtorms ! 50 
Lc. Sweet is the ſpring, and gay the ſummer hours, 
When balmy odours breathe from painted flow'rs ; 
But neither ſweet the ſpring, nor tummer gay, 

When ſhe I love, my charmer! is away. 

DAPH. To ſavage rocks, thro” bleak inclement ſkies, 
Deaf as thoſe rocks, from me my fair one flies: 56 
O Virgin! ceale to fly; th* inclement air | 
May hurt thy charms—but thou ha{f charms to ſpare ! 

LYC. I love, and ever ſhall my love remain 
The faireſt, Kindeſt virgin of the plain; 60 


With equal paſſion her ſoft boſom glows, 


Feels the ſweet pains, and ſhares the heavenly woes. 
bah. With a feign'd paſſion ſhe I love beguiles, 
And gayly falle the dear difſembler ſmiles ; | 
But let her ſtill thoſe bleſt deceits employ, 65 
Still may the feign, and cheat me into joy. ” 

LYC. On yonder bank the yielding nymph reclin'd ; 


Gods! how tranſported I and ſhe how Kind! 


3 PASTORALS. 3 87 
There riſe, ye flow'rs ! and there your pride diſplay, 
There ſhed your odours where the fair one lay 70 

DarhH. Once as my fair one in the roly bow'r 
In gentle flumbers paſs'd the noontide hour, 
Sott I approach'd, and, raptur'd with the bliſs, 
At leiſure gaz d, then ſtole a filent kiſs. 
She wak'd ; when conſcious ſmiles, but ill repreſt, 75 
Spoke no diſdain.— Was ever ſwain ſo bleſt ! 

LYC. With fragrant apples from the bending bougli 
In ſport my charmer gave her ſwain a blow; 58 
The fair offender, of my wrath afraid, 5 
Fled till I ſeiz'd and kiſs'd the blooming maid, 80 
She ſmil'd, and vow'd if thus her crimes L pay, 

She would offend a thouſand times a-day. | 

DAPH. O'er the ſteep mountain and the pathleſs mead 
From my embrace the lovely {corner fled, 

But ſtumbling in the flight, by chance ſhe fell; 85 
I faw—but what-—her lover will not tell. 

Lyc. From me my fair one fled, diſſembling play, 
And in the dark conceal'd the wanton lay ; 

But laugh'd, and ſhew'd by the directing found _ 
She only hid in ſecret to be found. | | 90 
DAFH, Far hence to happier climes Belinda ſtrays, 
But in my breaſt her lovely image ſtays : y 

O to thele plains again, bright Nymph ! repair, 

Or from my breaſt far hence thy image bear. 

LYC. Come, Delia! come; till Delia bleſs theſe ſeats, 
Hide me, ye groves, within your dark retreats: 96 
In hollow groans, ye winds, around me blow; 

Ye bubbling tountains, murmur to my woe. 

DAPH. Where'er Belinda roves, ye Zephirs l play; 
Where'er ſhe treads, ye flow'rs, adorn the way; 100 
From ſultry ſuns, ye groves, my charmer keep; 

Ye bubbling fountains, murmur to her ſleep. __ 

I VC. If ftreams ſmooth wand” ring, Delia, yield de- 
If the gay raſe or lily pleaſe thy fight, [light, 
Smooth ſtreams here wander, here the roſes glow, 105 
Here the proud lilies rife to ſhade thy brow. 

bah. Aid me, ye Muſes, while T loud proclaim 
What love inſpires, and ing Belinda's name : 

"I % 


BY PASTORAN 
Waft it, ye breezes, to the hills 
And ſport, ye echoes, with It 

LYC. Thy name, m ia, ſhall improve my ſong 

The pleaſing labour of my raviſh'd tongue: 
Her name to heaven propitious Zephyrs bear! 

And breathe it to her kindred angels there 
par. But ſee | the night diſplays her ſtarry train, 
Soft filver dews impearl the glitt ring plain 115 
An awful horror fills the gloomy woods, 

And bluiſh miſts riſe from the ſmoking floods: f 
Haſte, Daphnis 1* haſte to fold thy woolly care; 7 19 
The deep'ning ſhades imbrown th' unwholeſome air. 


A PASTORAL TO A YOUNG LADY; 
| Upon her leaving and return to the Country. 
: : : DAMON, 
AY, while each ſcene fo beautiful appears 
Why heaves thy boſom, and why flow thy tears? 
See from the clouds the ſpring deſcends in ſhow'rs, 
The painted vallies laugh with riſing flow'rs; 


— . 


Smooth flow the floods, ſoft breathe the vernal airs ; 5 


The ſpring, flow rs, floods, conſpire to charm our cares. 
' FLORUS. But vain the pleaſure which the ſeaſon 
The laughing vallies or the painted fields. {yields, 


No more, ye floods, in filver mazes flow, 


Smile not, ye flow'rs, no more ſoft breezes blow! 10 
Far, Damon, far from theſe unhappy groves : 
The cruel lovely Roſalinda roves. | * 
DAM. Ah! now I know why late the op' ning buds 
Clos'd up their gems, and ſicken'd in the woods; 
Why droop'd the lily in her ſnowy pride, 13 


And why the roſe withdrew her ſweets, and dy'd. 


For thee, fair Roſalind ! the op'ning buds 
Clos'd up their gems, and ſicken'd in the woods; 


For thee the lily ſhed her. ſnowy pride, 


For thee the roſe withdrew her ſweets, and dy'd. 20 
FLOR. See where yon vine in ſoft embraces weaves 
Her wanton ringlets with the myrtles leaves ; 


VARIATION, 3 
* Haſte, Lycidas l to fold, &e. 


a 


As TORALs. | 89 
There tunꝰd ſweet Philomel her ſprightly lay, 
Both to the riſing and the falling day: | 


But ſince fair Roſalind forſook the plains, - 25 


Sweet Philomel no more renews-her ſtrains ; - 
With ſorrow dumb, ſhe diſregards her lay, 
Nor greets the riſing nor the falling day. | 
DAM. Sdy, O ye winds, that range the diſtant ſkies, 
Now ſwell'd to tempeſts by my riſing ſiglis, 30 
Say, while my Roſalind deſerts theſe ſhores, Z 
How Damon dies for whom his ſoul adores. 
- FLOR. Ye murm'ring fountains, and ye wand'ring 
That viſit various lands thro? various roads, [floods, 
Say, when ye find where Roſalind refides, 99 
Say how my tears increaſe your ſwelling tides. 
DAM. Tell me, I charge you, Oye Sylvan ſwains, 
Who range the mazy grove or flow'ry plains, 


Beſide what fountain, in what breezy bow'r, 


Reclines my charmer in the noontide hour? 40 
FLoR. Soft, I adjure you by the ſkipping fawns, 
By the fleet roes that bound along the lawns, 
Soft tread, ye virgin-daughters of the grove, 
Nor with your dances wake my ſleeping love. 
DAM. Return, O virgin! and if proud diſdain 45 
Arm thy fierce ſoul, return, enjoy my pain: 
If pleas'd thou viewiſt a faithful lover's cares, 
Thick riſe, ye ſighs ! in floods deſcend, ye tears! 
FLOR. Return, O virgin! while in verdant meads 
By ſprings we ſport, or dream on flow'ry beds, 50 
She weary wanders thro” the deſert way, 
The food of wolves, or hungry lions? prey. 
DAM. Ah! ſhield her, heav'n! your rage, ye beaſts, 


Thoſe are not limbs for ſavages to tear! +[forbear ! 


Adieu, ye meads ! with her thro* wilds I go, 53 
O' er burning ſands or everlaſting ſnow ; 

With her I wander thro? the deſert way, 

The food of wolves, or hungry lions? prey. 

 FLOR, Come, Rofalind ! before the wintry clouds 
Frown o'er th' aerial vault, and ruſſ in floods; 60 
Ere raging ſtorms howl o'er the frozen plains ; 


Thy charms may ſuffer by the ſtorims or rain. 


3 ; 
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go PASTORALS. | ; 
DAM, Come, Roſalind } O come ! then infant flow'rs 
Shall bloom and ſmile, and form their charms by yours: 
By you the lily ſhall her white compoſe, 6. 
Your bluſh ſhall add new bluſhes to the roſe ; 


Each flow'ry mead and ey*ry tree ſhall bud, 


And fuller honours clothe the youthful wood. 
 FLOR. Yet, ah! forbear to urge thy homeward way 
While ſultry ſuns infeſt the glowing . 
The ſultry ſuns thy beauties may impair 
Vet haſte away, for thou art now too fair. [play ! 
DAM. Hark! from yon bow'r what airs ſoft-warbled 
My foul takes wing to meet th' enchanting lay. 
Silence, ye nightingales l—attend the voice; 75 
While thus it warbles all your ſongs are noiſe. Aa 
FLOR. See from the bow'r a form majeftic moves, 


And ſmoothly gliding, ſhines along the groves ! 


Say, comes a goddeis from the golden ſpheres ? - 79 

A. goddeſs comes, or Rolalind appears {day 
DAM. Shine forth, thou fun ! bright ruler of the 

And where ſhe treads, ye flow'rs, adorn the way : 

Rejoice, ye gro'7es, my heart, diſmiſs thy cares 

My goddeſs cones ! my Roſalind appears ! 84 


ODES. 


MELANCHOLY, AN ODE, 
Occaſioned by the Death of a beloved Daughter, 1723. 


DIEU vain mirth and noiſy joys, 

Ve gay deſires, deluding toys 
Thou, thoughtful Melancholy, 2 
To hide me in thy penſive train. 


If by the fall of murm' ring floods, 
Where awful ſhades imbrown the woods, 
Or if where winds in caverns groan 

Thou wand” reſt ſilent and alone; 


Come, bliſsful Mourner ! wiſely ſad, 
In ſorrow's garb, in ſable clad, 


Henceforth thou, Care, my hours employ : 


Sorrow! be thou henceforth my joy. 


By tombs. where ſullen ſpirits ſtalk, 
Familiar with the dead I walk, 

While to my ſighs and groans by turns 
From graves the midnight echo mourns. 


Open thy marble jaws, O tomb! 

Thou earth, conceal me in thy womb; 
And you, ye worms | this frame confound, 
Ye brother reptiles of the ground. 


O life! frail offspring of a day 

Tis puff'd with one ſhort gaſp away 
Swift as the ſhort-liv'd flow'r it flies: 
It ſprings, it blooms, it fades, it dies 


With cries we uſher in our birth, | 
With groans reſign our tranſient breath; 
While round, ftern miniſters of fate! 
Pain, and Diſeaſe, and Sorrow, wait, 


While childhood reigns, the ſportive boy 
Learns only prettily to toy ; 

And while he roves from play to play, 
The wanton trifles life away. - FR 


{ 
wo 


28 


32 


92 ob rs. 
When to the noon of life we riſe, 
The man grows elegant in vice; 


To glorious guilt in courts he climbs, 


Vilely judicious in his crimes. og 36 

When youth and ſtrength in age are loſt, 

Man ſeems already half a ghoſt ; | 
Wither'd and wan, to earth he bows, 

A walking hoſpital of woes! | 40 


© happineſs ! thou empty name ! N 
Say, art thou bought by gold or fame? "MR 
What art thou, gold! but ſhining earth * 

'Thou, common tame! but common breath ? 44 


If virtue contradi& the voice 

Of public fame, applauſe is noiſe. 

Ev*n victors are by conqueſt curſt : ee 
The braveſt warrior is the worſt. : 48 


Look round on all that man below 
Idly calls great, and all is ſhow : 
All, to the coffin from our birth, 
In this vaſt toyſhop of the earth. 52 


Come then, O friend of virtuous woe, 
With ſolemn pace, demure, and flow ! 
Lo! fad and ſerious I purſue | 
Thy fteps—Adieu, vain world!] adieu. 56 


THE CO, 
1 AN ODE. 
OVE is a noble, rich repaſt, 
But ſeldom ſhould the lover taſte; 
When the kind fair no more reſtrains, 
The glutton ſurfeits and diſdains. 1 


To move the nymph he tears beſto ws; 
He vainly ſighs, he falſely vows : 

The tears deceive, the vows betray ; 

He conquers, and contemns the prey. 8 


Thus Ammon's ſon with fierce delight 1 
Smil'd at the terrors of the fight ; , 


8 


EE 
The thoughts of conqueſt charm'd his eyes; 
He conquer'd, and he wept the prize. 12 
Love, like a proſpect, with delight 
36 Sweetly deceives the diſtant ſight, | ; 
Where the tir'd travellers ſurvey 
O'er hanging rocks a dang'rous way. 16 
Ye fair ! that would victorious prove; 
40 Seem but half kind when moſt ye love: 
Damon purſues if Czlia flies, 
But when her love is born, his dies. 20 
Had Danae the young, the fair, 
44 Been free and unconfin'd as air; 
ree from the guards and brazen tow'r, | 
he'd ne'er been worth a golden ſhow'r; 14 
48 
7 a 
S N 
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MITATIONS: 

PART OF THE. TENTH BOOK OF | 8 
THE ILIADS OF HOMER, 

IN THE STYLE OF MILTON. 

N high advanc'd the night; o'er all the hoſt 

1 Sleep fed his ſofteſt balm : reſtleſs alone 

Atrides lay, and cares revolv'd on cares. 

As when with riſing vengeance gloomy Jove.,. 
Pours down a wat'ry deluge, or in ſtorms 
Of hail or ſnow commands the gorey jaws: 


Of war to roar, thro? all the kindling ſkies 


With flaming wings on lightnings lightnin 73 

So, while 3 8 the A I: play 

Sighs after ſighs burſt from his manly breaſt, 20 

And ſhake his inmoſt ſoul : round o'er the fields 

To Troy he turns his eyes, and round beholds 

A thouſand fires blaze dreadful ! thro' his ears 

Paſſes the direful ſymphony of war, | 

Of fife or pipe, and the loud hum of hoſts 15 

Strikes him di{may*'d ; now o'er the Grecian tents 

His eyes he rolls ; now from his reyal head 

Rends the fair curl in ſacrifice to Jove, 

And his brave heart heaves with imperial woes. 
Thus groans the thoughtful King; at length reſolves 

To leek the Pylian ſage, in wiſe debate 21 

To ripen high deſigns, and from the ſword | 

Preſerve his banded legions. Pale and ſad 

Uproſe the monarch ; inftant o'er his breaſt 

A robe he threw, and on his royal feet 

Glitter'd the embroider'd fandals ; o'er his back 

A dreadful ornament, a lion's ſpoils 

With hideous grace down to his ancles hung ; 

Fierce in his hand he graſp'd a glitt ring ſpear. 
With equal care was Menelaus toſs'd ; 30 

Sleep from his temples fled : his gen'rous heart 

Felt all his people's woes, who in his cauſe 

Stemm'd the proud main, and nobly ſtood in arms 

Confronting death. A leopard's ſpotted ſpoils 


25 


_ Terrific clad his limbs; a brazen hem | 35 
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IMITATIONS., | 53 
Beam' d on his head, and in his hand a ſpear, 


Forth from his tent the royal Spartan ſtrode, 


To wake the king of men: him wak'd he found 
Claſping his poliſh'd arms: with riſing joy 
The heroes meet; the Spartan thus began: 40 
„Why thus in arms, my Prince! Send'ſt thou ſome 
& To view the Trojan hoſt? alas! I fear [ſpy 
«© Leſt the moſt dauntleſs ſons of glorious war 
« Shrink at the bold deſign. This taſk demands 
« A ſoul reſolv'd to paſs the gloom of night, 45 
C And 'midſt her legions ſearch the pow'rs of Troy.“ 

„O Prince!” he cries, © in this diſaſtrous hour 
#f Greece all our counſel claims; now, now demands 
«© Our deepeſt cares. The Pow'r Omnipotent 
* Frowns on our arms, but ſmiles with afpe& mild 50 
“% OgHERor's incenſe. Heavens! what ſon of fame 
Fe own'd in ſtory e' er ſuch- deeds achiev d 
“In a whole life as in one glorious day ; 
5 This fav'rite of the ſkies? and yet a man 
* A mortal! born to die! but ſuch his deeds . 35 
e As future Grecians ſhall repeat with tears 
* To children yet unborn.—But haſte, repair 
* To Ajax and Idorneneus ; we wake 5 
* Ourſelf the Pylian ſage; to keep the guards 
* On duty be his care ; for o'er the guards 60 
* His ſon preſides nocturnal, and in arms 
“ His great compeer, Meriones the bold.“ 

«© But fay,”* rejoins the Prince, © theſe orders borne, 
“ There ſhall I ſtay, or, meaſuring back the ſhores, 
% To thee return ?“ No more return,“ replies 
The King of Hofts, “ leſt treading diff rent ways 66 
We meet no more; for thro' the camp the ways 
« Lie intricate and various; but aloud 
* Wake ev'ry Greek to martial fame and arms; 
« Teach them to emulate their godlike fires, 70 
«* And thou a while forget thy royal birth, 
* And ſhare a ſoldier's cares. The proudeſt king 
“Is but exalted duſt; and when great Jove 
“ CalF'd us to life, and gave us royal pow'r, 
« He gave a ſad pre-eminence of woes. 75 


95 IMITATIONS, 

He ſpoke, and to the tent of Neſtor turns 
His ſtep majeſtic. On his couch he found 
The hoary warrior; all around him lay 
His arms, the ſhield, the ſpears, the radiant helm, 
And ſcarf of various dye: with theſe array d, 80 
The rev'rend father to the field of fame | 
Led his bold files; for with a brave diſdain, 

Old as he was, he ſcorn'd the eaſe of age. 

Sudden the monarch ſtarts, and half uprais'd, 

Thus to the King aloud : © What art thou? ay. 85 
Why in the camp alone? while others ſleep - 
% Why wand'reſt thou obſcure the midnight hours ? 
« Seek'ſ thou ſome centinel or abſent friend ? | 

“ Speak inſtant !—Silent to advance is death.“ 

O pride of Greece!“ the plaintive King returns, 
Here in thy tent thou Agamemnon view * 91 
« A prince the moſt unhappy of mankind: ® 
«© Woes Iendure which none but kings can fel, 

« Whichne'er will ceaſe until forgot in death: 

% Penſive I wander thro' the damp of night, ” 93 

«© Thro' the cold damp of night, diſtreſs'd, alone, 

« And ſleep has grown a ſtranger to my eyes: 

Phe weight of all the war, the load of woes 

% That preſſes ey'ry Greek, united falls | 

e On me—the cares of all the hoſt are mine; 100 

© Grief diſcompoſes and diſtracts my thoughts; 

« My reſtleſs panting heart, as if it ſtrore 

« To force its priſon, beats againſt m ſides; _ 

« My ſtrength is fail'd, and ev'n my feet refuſe | 

«© To bear fo great a load of wretchedneſs L- 204 1 

gut if thy wakeful cares (for o'er,thy head 

«© Wakeful the hours glide on) have aught matur'd 

&« Uſeful, the thought unfold. But riſe, my friend! 

4 Viſit with me the watches of the night, 109 

« Left tir'd they fleep while Troy with all her war 

« Hangs o'er our tents, and now, perhaps ev'n now, 

& Arms her proud bands. Ariſe, my Fiend! ariſe.“ 

To whom the Pylian. “ Think not, mighty King! 
” "Twp ratifies vain Hector's ann "GE; ö | 
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5 IMITATIONS. 
* A ſudden, fad reverie of mighty woes 115 
&« Waits that audacious victor, when in arms 2 


„ Dreadtul Achilles ſhines. But now thy ſteps 


cc Neſtor attends : be it our care to wake + 

© Sage Ithacus, and Diomed the brave, 

« Meges the bold, and in the race renown'd 120 

% Oilean Ajax: to the ſhips that guard | | 

% Outmoſt the camp {ome other ſpeed his way 

& To raiſe ſtern Ajax and the Cretan king. 

* But love nor rey'rence to the mighty name 

4 Of Menelaus, nor thy wrath, O King! 125 

4 Shall ſtop my free rebuke. Sleep is a crime " 

When Agamemnon wakes ; on him it lies 

«© To ſhare thy martial toils, to court the peers - 

& To act the men: this hour claims all our cares. 

_ © Reſerve,” rejoins the king, for future hours 130 

© Thy gen'rous anger. Seems the royal youth 

Remis? it is not thro' indolence of ſoul, 

But deference to our pow'r; for our commands 

© He waits, and follows when we lead the way. 

*- This night, diſdaining reft, his ſteps he bent 135 

« To our pavilion: now th' illuſtrious peers, © 

«© Rais'd at his call, a choſen ſynod ftand 

* Betore the gates. Haſte, Neſtor, haſte away? 
To whom the ſage well pleas' d. In ſuch brave 

“% No Greek will envy pow'r, With loyal joy [hands 

«© Subjects obey when men of worth command.“ 141 
He added not, but o'er his manly breaſt ' 

Flung a rich robe; beneath his royal feet 

The glitt'ring ſandals ſhone ; a ſoft large veſt, 

Florid with purple wool, his aged limbs 145 

Graceful adorn'd; tipt with a ſtar of braſs, ; 

A. pond” rous lance he graſp'd, and ſtrode away 

To wake ſage Ithacus. Aloud his voice 

He rais'd ; his voiee was heard, and from his tent 


Taſtant Ulyſſes ſprung. * And why,” he cry'd, 150 


« Why thus abroad in the chill hours of night? 
<© Whatnewdiſtreſs invades? “ Forgive my cares, 
Reply'd the hoary ſage; ©* for Greece I wake; 
% Greece and her dangers bring me to thy tent: 
F 3 7 


98 | IMITATIONS. 
« But haſte, our wakeful peers in council meet: x55 
« This, this one night determines flight or war,” 

Swift at the word he feiz'd his ample ſhield, 

And ſtrode along; and now they bend their way 
To wake the brave Tydides : him they found 
Stretch'd on the earth, array'd in ſhining arms, 1 60 
And round his brave companions of the war: | 
Their ſhields ſuſtain'd their heads; erect their ſpears 
Shot thro' th' illamin'd air a ſtreaming ray, 
Keen as Jove's lightning wing'd athwart the ſkies. 


Thus ſlept the chief; beneath him on the eB x65 
A favage bull's black hide was roll'd, his 


ead 

A ſplendid carpet bore; the ſlumb' ring king 

The Pylian gently with theſe words awakes: 168 
% Riſe, ſon of Tydeus ! ill a whole night's reſt Troy 

« Suits with the brave; and fleep' thou while proud 

*« Hangs o'er our tents, and from yon joining hill 

© Prepares her war? Awake, my friend, awake.“ 
Sudden the chief awoke, and mildly gave 173 


This ſoft reply: O! cruelto thy age, 


© Thou good old man! ne'er wilt thou, wilt thou ceaſe 
6 To burden ape with cares? has Greece no youths 
« To wake the peers? Unweary'd man! to bear 177 


At once the double load of toils and years! 


« *Tis true,” he cry'd, my ſubjects and my ſons 
Might eaſe a fire and king; but reſt's a crime 180 
«© When on the edge of fate our country ſtands : | 

% Ere yet a few hours more have run their courſe, 

«© Important ſpace! Greece triumphs or Greece falls! 


«© But ſince an old man's care thy pity moves, 


* Haſte, gen'rous youth! with ſpeed to council call 
« Meges the brave, and in the race renown'd 186 
cc Oilean Ajax.” Straight the chief obey'd, 


Straight o'er his ſhoulders flung the ſhaggy ſpoils 


Of a huge tawny lion ; with dire grace 
Down to his feet they hung ; fierce in his hand 199 


He graſp'd a glitt'ring ſpear, and join'd the guards. 


Wakeful in arms they fat, a faithful band 
As watchful dogs prote& the fleecy train 
When the ſtern lion, furious for his prey, 
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IMITATIONS. 


99 
Ruſhes thro? craſhing woods, and on the fold 195 


Springs from ſome mountain's brow, while mingled 

Of men and hounds alarm; to ev'ry found [cries 

Faithful they turn; ſo thro':the gloom of night | 

They caſt their view, and caught each noiſe of Troy. 
Now met th' illuſtrions ſynod ; down they ſat, 200 

Down on a ſpot of ground unſtain'd with blood, 

Where vengeful Hector from the {laughter ſtay d 

His murd'rous arm, when the dark veil of night 

Sabled the pole; to whom thus Neſtor ſpoke :; 
Lives there a ſon of Fame ſo nobly brave 208 

% That Troyward dares to trace the dang'rous way 

Jo ſeize ſome ſtraggling foe, or learn what Troy 

«© Now meditates ? to pour the flood of war 

& Fjerce on our fleet, or back within her walls 

Lead her proud legions ? O } what fame would crown 

c The hero thus triumphant, prais'd o'er earth 211 

Above the ſons of men ! and what rewards | 

c Should he receive! from ev'ry grateful peer 

& A ſable ewe and lamb, of higheſt worth 

« Memorial, to a brave heroic heart | 215 


The nobleſt prize! and at the ſocial feaſt 


& Among t ie great he his the ſeat of fame. 
Abaſh'd they fat, and ev'n the brave knew fear. 
Not ſo T ydides ; unappall'd he role, 
And nobly poke: My toul, O rev'rend Sage! 220 
Fires at the bold deſign ; thro? yon black hoſt 
Vent'rous I bend my way; but if his aid 
«© Some warrior lend, my courage might ariſe 
To nobler heights : the wiſe by mutual aid 
Inſtruct the wile, and brave men fire the brave. 225 
Fierce at the word up ſtarted! from the ground: 
© The ſtern Ajaces, fierce bold Merion role, | 
And Thraiymedes, ſons of war; nor fat 
The royal Spartan, nor great Neſtor's heir, 
Nor greater Ithacus ; his manly heart | 
Swelld at the view of fame.—Elate with joy 
Atrides ſaw; and O thou beſt of friends 
* Brave Diomed l' he cries, © of all the peers 
ec Chuſe thou the valianteſt : when merit pleads 
| 12 


230 


„ /•••• ..._- 
& Titles no deference claim: high birth and ſtate 233 
& To valour yield; and worth is more than pow'r.“ 
Thus fearing for his brother ſpoke the king ; 
Not long, for Diomed diſpels his fears. 
* Since free my choice, can I forget my friend, 
6 The man for wiſdom's various arts renown*d, 240 
46 The man whoſe dauntleſs foul no toils diſmay, 
% Ulvyſles ! lov'd by Pallas? thro? his aid, | 
© Tho' thouſand fires oppoſe, a thouſand fires | 
« Oppoſe in vain ; his wiſdom points the way.“ 
„ Nor praiſe nor blame, the hero ſtraight replies; 
* You ſpeak to Greeks, and they Ulyſſes know. 246 
« But haſte, ſwift roll the hours of night; the morn 
Already haſtens to diſplay her beams, 
te And in the vault of heav'n the ſtars decay.” 

Swift at the word they ſheath their manly limbs _ 
Horrid in arms; a two-edg'd (word and ſhield -* 151 
Neſtor's bold fon to tern Tydides gave; | 
A tough bull's hide his ample helmet form'd ; 

No cone adorn'd it, and no plumy creſt 

Wav'd in the air; a quiver and a bow, 255 
And a huge faulchion, great Ulyſſes bears, | 
The gift of Merion ; on his head an helm 

Of leather nodded, firm within, and bound 

With many a thong ; without, in dreadtul rows, 

11 The ſhowy tuſks of a huge ſavage boar ' 260 
11 Grinn'd horrible! Thus arm'd, away they ſtalk 

| Undaunted. Orer their heads the martial maid 

4 


Sends on the right an hern ; the ambient gloom 
Conceals him from the view, but loud in air | 
| They hear the clangour of his ſounding wings: 265 
ö Joyful the proſperous ſign Ulyſſes hail'd, 
8 And thus to Pallas: “Offspring of dread Jove, | 
3 % Who hurls the burning bolts, O guardian Pow'r ! 
b 

1 

| 


Wi & Preſent in all my toils, who view'ſt my way 
f «© Where'er I move, now thy celeſtial aid, 270 
| * Now, goddeſs! lend: may deeds this night adorn, 
1 * Deeds that all Troy may weep ! may .we return 
| In ſafety by thy guidance, heav*nly maid!ꝰ 
Tydides caught the word; And O !”? he cries, 
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« Virgin armipotent ! now grant thy aid ' - 7's 
« 1 . He, by che gulfy flood | 
«© Of deep Æſopus, left th* embattled bands 
Of Greece in arms, and to imperial Thebes 
% Bore terms of peace: but as from haughty Thebes 
« Alone he journey'd, deeds, heroic deeds ! 280 
His arm achiev'd, for Tydeus was thy care: 
“ 'Thus guard his offspring, O ſtern queen of arms 
So ſhall an heifer on thy altars bleed 
* Young and untam'd ; to thee her blood I pour, 284 
And point her lunar horns with burniſh'd gold.“ 

Thus pray the chiefs, and Pallas hears their pray'r: 
Then like two lions, thro' the shades of night, 
Dauntleſs they ſtride along, and hold their way 


| Thro' blood and mangled limbs, o'er arms and death; 


Nor pals they far ere the ſagacious eye“ 290 
Of Ithacus diſcerns a diſtant foe _ 
Coaſting from Troy, and thus to Diomed : 
& See o'er the plain ſome Trojan bends this way, 
Perhaps to ſpoil the ſlain ; or to our hoſt 
* Comes he a {py ? beyond us o'er the field 295 
© Tis beſt he paſs, then ſudden from behind 
© Ruſh we precipitant ; but if in flight 
His active feet prevail, thy ſpear employ 
& To force him on our lines, leſt hid in ſhades, 
* 'Thro' the duſk air, he re-eſcape to Troy. 300 


Then couching to the ground, ambuſh'd they lay 
Behind a hill 4 


ſlain: onward the ſpy 
Inceſſant mov'd; he paſs'd, and now aroſe 
The fierce purſuers. Dolon heard the ſound 
Of trampling feet, and panting, liſt'ning ſtood. 305 
Now reach'd the chiefs within a 2 throw, | 
Stern foes of Dolon ! ſwift along the ſhores 
He wing'd his flight, and ſwift along the ſhores 
They ſtill purſu'd ; as when two ſkilful hounds 
Chaſe o'er the lawn the hare or bounding roe, 310 
Still from the ſhelt'ring brake the game they turn, 
Stretch ev*ry nerve, and bear upon the prey; 
So ran the chiefs, and from the hoſt of Troy 
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102 IMITATIONS. | 
Turn'd the ſwift foe : now nigh the fleet they flew, 
Now almoſt mingled with the guards, when lo} 315 
The martial Goddeſs breath'd heroic flames 
Fierce on Tydides* foul : the hero fear d | 
Leſt ſome bold Greek ſhould interpoſe a wound, 
And raviſh halt the glories of the night. : 319 
Furious he ſhook his lance, and © Stand, he cry'd ; 
« Stand, or thou dy'ſt; then ſternly from his arm 
Launch'd the wild ſpear : wilful the jav*lin err'd, 
But whizzing o'er his ſhoulder deep in earth 
Stood quiv'ring, and he quaking ſtopp'd aghaſt: _ 
His teeth all chatter'd, and his flack knees knock'd ; 
He ſeem'd the bloodleſs image of pale fear. 326 
Panting the spy they ſeize, who thus with tears | 
Abje& intreats: Spare me, O ſpare 1” he cries ; 
% My hoary fire your mercy ſhall repay, 5 
© Soon as 4 hears I draw the vital air, 318 
“ With ample wealth, with ſteel, with braſs, with 

To whom Ulyſſes artfully : © Be bold; [gold.““ 
Far hence the thought of death; but inſtant ſay 
“ Why thus alone in the ſtill hours of night, 

4% While ev'ry eye is clos'd ? to ſpoil the flain 335 
é Com'ſt thou rapacious ? or ſome nightly ſpy 
* By Hector ſent ? or has thy vent*'rous mind 

* ImpelFd thee to explore our martial bands?“ 
By Hector ſent, and by rewards undone,” 
Returns the ſpy, (fill as he 2 he ſhook) 340 
© I come unwilling : the refulgent car | : 
© He promis'd, and immortal ſteeds that bear 
6 To fight the great Achilles. Thus betray'd, 
% 'Thro' the dun ſhades of night I bend my way 
“ Unproſp'rous, to explore the tented hoſt 345 
Of adverſe Greece, and learn if now they ſtand | 
% Wakeful on guard, or vanquiſh'd by our arms, 
« Precipitant deſert the ſhores of Troy. 
To whom with {miles of ſcorn the ſage returns: 349 
4 «« Bold were thy aims, O youth! but thoſe proud ſteeds, 
1 © Reſtive, diſdain the rule of vulgar hands. 
1 & Scarce ev'n the goddeſs-born, when the loud din 
iy | Of battle roars, lubdues them, to the rein . 
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| IMITATIONS., - 103 
tt Reluctant. But this night where Hector ſleeps | 
« Faithful diſclose; where ſtand the warrior's ſteeds; 
« Where lie his arms and implements of war; 356 
« What guards are kept nocturnal. Say what Troy 
«© Now meditates; to pour the tide of fight 

c Fierce on our fleet, or back within her walls [cries, 
« Transfer the war? To theſe demands, he 
“Faithful my tongue ſhall ſpeak. The peers of Troy 


Hector in council meets; round Ilus' tomb 362 


« Apart from noile they ſtand ; no guards ſurround 

« The ſpacious hoſt 5 where thro” the gloom yon fires 

c Blaze frequent, Trojans wake to guard their Troy: 

&« Secure th* auxiliars ſleep ; no tender cares 366 

C Of wife or {on difturh their calm repole ; | 

« Safe ſleep their wives and ſons on foreign ſhores.” 
« But ſay, apart encamp th' auxiliar bands, 

Replies the fage, or join the powers of Troy? 370 

Along the ſea- beat ſhores,” returns the ſpy, | 

The Leleges and Carians ſtretch their files; 

Near theſe the Caucons, and Pelaſgian train, 


* And Pceons, dreadf1l with the battle-bow, 


« Extended lie; on the Thymbrœan plain 375 


„The Lyſians and the Myſians in array 


c Spread their deep ranks; there the Mæonian bands, 
« And Phrygians, range the fiery ſteeds of war. | 
« But why this nice inquiry? if your way 

« Vent' rous you bend to ſearch the hoſt of Troy, 389 


There, in yon outmoſ lines, a recent aid, 


«© The Thracians lie, by Rheſus led, whoſe ſteeds 

<« Outſhine the ſnow, outfly the winged winds : 

« With glitt"ring filver plates and radiant gold 

« His chariot flames; gold forms his dazzling arms, 
Arms that may grace a god !—But to your tents 

« Unhappy me convey ;'or bound with chains, 387 
« Faſt bound with cruel chains! ſad on the ſhores 
Here leave me caytive till you ſafe return, 

«© And witneſs to the truth my tongue unfolds.“ 4390 
To whom ftern-frowning Diomed replies: 

«© Tho' every ſyllable be ſtamp'd with truth, 

+ Dolon! thou dy ſt. Wouldſt thou once more ret 


04 IMITATIONS, 
“ Darkling a ſpy, or wage, a nobler foe, 5 
„New war on Greece? Traitor! thou dy'ſt, nor more 
&« New war thou wageſt. nor return'ſt a ſpy.” 396 
He ſpoke terrific, and as Dolon rais'd 
Suppliant his humble hands, the trenchant blade 
Sheer thro* his neck deſcends; the furious blow 399 
Cleaves the tough nerves in twain; down drops the 
And mutters unintelligible ſounds. | [ head, 
Straight they deſpoil the dead ; the wolf's grey hide- 
They ſeize, the heim, the ſpear, and battle- bow t . 
Theſe, as they dropp'd with gore on high in air, 
Ulyſſes rais'd, and to the martial maid | 
Thus lowly conſecrates: Stern pow'r of War! 
c Virgin armipotent ! receive theſe arms; 
« Propitious to my vows, thee, Goddeſs ! thee - 
4 Chiefly I call; direct our proſperous way 
« To pierce the Thracian tents, to ſeize the fteeds + 
« Of Rheſus, and the car that flames with gold. 411 
Then fierce o'er broken arms thro? ſtreams of blood 
They move along; now reach the Thracian bands, 
All Ful d in ſleep profound; their ſhining arms 
Rang'd in three ranks along the plain around, 415 
Illumin'd the dun air: chariot and horſe 
By every Thracian ſtood: Rheſus their king 
Slept in the centre of the circling bands, 
And his proud ſteeds were rein'd behind his car. 
With joy Ulyſles thro' the gloom deſcry'd 420 
The ſleeping King; And lo!“ he cries, © the ſteeds! 
« Lo! Diomed, the chief of Thrace, this night 
c Deſcrib'd by Dolon, Now, O! now thy 3 
& Dauntleſs exert ! looſe thou the furious ſteeds, 
&«& Or while the ſteeds I looſe, with ſlaught'ring hands 
6. Invade the ſoldiery. He ſpoke, and now 426 
The queen of arms inflam'd Tydides' ſoul 
With all her martial fires : his reeking blade 
On ev' ry fide dealt fate. Low hollow groans 
Murmur'd around; blood o'er the crimſon field 43e 
Well'd from the ſlain, As in his nightly haunts 
The ſurly lion ruſhes on the fold : c 


Of ſheep or goat, and rends th unguarded prey, 
— 5 - 
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| 5 Ly IMITATIONS, 105 
So he the Thracian bands : twelve by his ſword 

Lay breathleſs on the ground: behind him ſtood 435 
Sage Ithacus, and as the warrior flew, 


Swift he remov'd the ſlain, leſt the fierce ſteeds, 


Not yet inur'd to blood, ſhould trembling ſtart, 
Impatient of the dead. Now o'er the king 

He whirls his wrathful blade, now furious gores 440 
His heaving cheſt. He wak'd not, but a dream 


By Pallas ſent, roſe in his anxipus thoughts; 


A viſionary warrior frowning ſtood 

Faſt by his head, and his aerial (word 

Plung'd thro? his lab'ring breaſt. Meanwhile the ſteeds 
The tage unbinds, and inftant with his bow 446 
Drives thro' the ſleeping ranks ; then to his friend 
Gave ſignals of retreat: but nobler deeds 

He meditates, to drag the radiant car, 

Or lift it thro* the threefold ranks, up-borne 450 
High on his ſhoulders, or with ſlaughter ſtain 

Th' enſanguin'd field; when lo ! the martial maid 
Down ruſhes from the battlements of heav'n, 


And ſudden cries, © Return, brave chief! return, 


« Leſt from the ſkies ſome guardian pow'r of Troy 

« Wrathful deſcend, and rouſe the hoſtile bands. 456 
Thus ſpeaks the warrior queen; the heav*nly voice 

Tydides owns, and mounts the fiery ſteeds, 

Obſervant of the high command : the bow 

Sage Ithacus apply d, and tow'rds the tents 462 

Scourg'd the baun, ſteeds: the ſteeds flew o er the plain. 


106 : IMIATIONS. 
| FROM THE ELEVENTH BOOK OF _ 
THE ILIADS OF HOMER, 


IN MILTON'S STYLE. ? 


OW gay Aurora from Tithonus' bed 
.N Roſe in the orient, . to proclaim the day 


WIE: 7 gods and men. Down to the Grecian tents 


Saturnian Jove ſends Diſcord, red with blood; | 
War in her hand ſhe graſps, enſigns of war. 5 
On brave Ulyſſes” ſhip ſhe took her ſtand, 
. The centre of the hoſt, that all might hear 

Her dreadful voice. Her dreadful voice ſhe rais'd ; 
Jarring along the rattling ſhores it ran 1 
To the fleet's wide extremes; Achilles heard, 10 
And Ajax heard, the ſound. With martial fires 
Now ev'ry boſom burns; arms, glorious arms, 
Fierce they demand. The noble Orthian ſong 
Swells ev*ry heart: no coward thoughts of flight 

Riſi in their ſouls, but blood they breathe and war. 15 
Now by the trench“ profound, the charioteers | 
Range their proud ſteeds ; now car by car diſplays 

A direful front; now o'er the trembling field 
.- Ruſhes th embattled foot: noiſe rends the ſkies, * 

Noiſe unextinguiſh'd. Ere the beamy day 20 
Flam'd in th' aerial vault, ſtretch'd in the van | 
Stood the bold infantry: the ruſhing cars 
Form'd the deep rear in battailous array. | | 
Now from his heav*ns Jove burls his burning bolts, - 
Hoarſe mutt' ring thunders grumble in the * 25 
While from the clouds, inſtead of morning dews, 
Huge drops of blood diſtain the crim ſon ground; 

Fatal as e, that in that dreadful day 
The great ſhould bleed, imperial heads lie low ! 
Meantime the bands of Troy in proud array 30 
Stand to their arms, and from a riſing ground ; 
Breathe furious war, Here gathering hoſts-attend 
The tow'ring Hector; there refulgent bands 
Surround Polplanis; ZEneas there 8 
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| IMITATIONS. 107 
Marſhals his dauntleſs files; nor unemploy d 35 
Stand Polybus, Agenor great in arms, 

And Acamas, whole frame the gods endow'd 
With more than mortal charms. Fierce in the van 
Stern Hector ſhines, and ſhakes his blazing ſhield, 
As the fierce dog- ſtar with malignant fires 40 
Flames in the front of heaven, then loſt in clouds 
Veils his pernicious beams, from rank to rank 
So Hector ſtrode. Now dreadful in the van 
Advanc'd his ſun- broad ſhield; now to the rear 
Swift ruſhing diſappear'd: his radiant arms 45 
Blaz'd on his limbs, and, bright as Jove's dire bolts, 
Flaſh'd o'er the field, and lighten'd to the ſkies. 
As tolling reapers, in ſome ſpacious field, 
Rang'd in two bands, move adverſe, rank on rank, 
Where o'er the tilth the grain in ears of gold 59 
Waves nodding to the breeze, at once they bend, 
At once the copious harveſt ſwells the ground; 
So ruſh to battle o'er the dreadful field ED 
| Hoſt againſt hoſt, They meet, they cloſe, and rank 
|  - Tumble on ranks. No thoughts appear of flight, 55 
None of diſmay. Dubious in even ſcales 
: The battle hangs : not fiercer ravenous wolves 
| Diſpute the prey. The deathful ſcene with joy 
Diſcord, dire parent of tremendous woes ! 1 
Surveys exultant. Of th' immortal train 60 
Diſcord alone deſcends, aſſiſſs alone 
The horrors of the field. In peace the gods 
High in Olympian bowers on radiant thrones 
Y Lament the woes of man; but loud complaints | 
From ev'ry god aroſe: Jove favour'd Troy; 6s 
At partial Jove they murmur'd : he, unnov'd, 
All heaven in murmurs heard : apart he fat 
Enthron'd in glory. Down to earth he turn'd | 
n His ſted faſt eye, and from his throne ſurvey d 
The riſing tow'rs of Troy, the tented ſhores, 70 
The blaze of arms, the ſlayer and the ſlain. * 
While with his morning wheels the god of day 
Climb'd up the ſteep of heaven, with equal rage 
In murd'rous ſtorms the ſhafts from hoſt to hoiſt 
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108 IMITATIONS. 
Flew adverſe, and in equal numbers fell 75 
Promiſcuous Greek and Trojan, till the hour 
When the tir'd woodman in the ſhady vale 
Spreads his penurious meal, when high the ſun 
Flames in the zenith, and his ſinewy arms 


Scarce wield the pond”rous ax, while hunger keen 80 


Admoniſhes, and nature ſpent with toil | | 
Craves due repaſt—then Greece the ranks of Troy 
With horrid inroad goar'd. Fierce from the van 
Sprung the ſtern king of men“, and breathing death, 
Where in firm battle Trojans band by band 85 
Embody'd ſtood, purſu'd his dreadful way: 

His hoſt his ſep attends. Now glows the war; 
Horle treads on horſe, and man encount*ring man, 


Swells the dire field with death. The plunging ſteeds 
Beat the firm glebes; thick duſt in riſing clouds 90 


Darkens the ſky ; indignant o'er the plain 
Atrides ſtalks ; death ev'ry ſtep attends. 

As when in ſome huge foreſt ſudden flames | 
Rage dreadful, when rough winds aſſiſt the blaze, 
From tree to tree the fiery torrent rolls, 95 
And the vaſt ſoreſt ſinks with all its groves 

Beneath the burning deluge ; ſo whole hoſts 

Yield to Atrides* arm: car againſt car 

Ruſh rattling o'er the field, and thro? the ranks 
Unguidgd broke, while breathleſs on the ground 100 
Lay thepale charioteers, in death deform'd 

To their chaſte brides ſad ſpectacles of woe, 

Now only grateful to the fowls of air. ; 
Meantime, the care of Jove, great Hector ſtood . 
Secure in ſcenes of death, in ſtorms of darts, 103 

In ſlaughter and alarms, in duſt and blood. 
Still Agamemnon ruſhing o'er the field 

Leads his bold bands ; whole hoſts before him fly : 
Now Illus' tomb they paſs, now urge their way 
Cloſe by the fig-tree ſhade : with ſhouts the king 110 
Purſues the foe inceſſant ; duſt and blood, | 
Blood mix d with duſt, diidains his murd*rous hands. 

4 ASaMEmyon, v. 148. | 


* 


1 


— 


45 


reer 


. hd lod A, YT MM WA Mn 


* . 


IMITATIONS. . 109 
As when a lion, in the gloom of night, 

Invades an herd of beeves, o'er'all the plains 
Trembling they ſcatter, furious on the prey 115 
The gen'rous ſavage flies, and with fierce joy | 
Seizes the laſt, his hungry toaming jaws 

Churn the black blood, and rend. the panting prey : 
Thus fled the foe, Atrides thus purſu'd, 

And ſtill the hindmoſt flew. They from their cars 
Fell headlong, for his javelin, wild for blood, 121 
Rag'd terribly. And now proud Troy had fall'n 
But the dread fire of men and gods deſcends 
Terrific from his heav*ns ! His vengeful hand 
Ten thouſand thunders graſps. On Ida's heights 125 
He takes his ſtand ; it ſhakes with all its groves 
Beneath the god: the god ſuſpends the war. 127 


MONS. MAYNARD IMITATED. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE LORD CORNWALLIS, 


3 paſt its noon the lamp of life declines, 
And age my vital flame invades, 

Faint and more faint as it deſcends it ſhines, 

And haftes, alas | to ſet in ſhades, 4 


Then ſome kind pow'r ſhall guide my ghoſt to glades 
Where, ſeated by Elyſian ſprings, | 
Fam'd Addiſon attunes to patriot ſhades - 


His lyre, and Albion's glory fings. 2 


There round majeſtic ſhades and heroes forms 

Will throng, to learn what pilot guides, 

Watchful, Britannia's helm thro” factious ſtorms, 
And curbs the murm'ring rebel tides. > "0 


I tell how Townſhend treads the glorious path 

That leads the great to deathleſs tame, 

And dwell at large on ſpotleſs Engliſh faith, 

While Walpole is the fav'rite theme. 16 


How, nobly riſing in their country's cauſe, 

The ſtedfaſt arbiters of right 

Exalt the juſt and good to guard her laws, 

And call forth merit into * 26 
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110 IMITATIONS, 
A loud applauſe around the echoing coaft 
Of all the pleas'd Elyſiuin flies.— = 
c But, friend, what place had you,” replies ſome ghoſt, 
«© When merit was the way to-riſe ? 24 


ce What deanery or prebend thine declare?“ 

Good Heav'ns ! unable to reply, 

How like a ſtupid idiot I ſhould ſtare ? 

An anſwer, good my Lord, ſupply. bas Wh 


* 3 
* . IE OI OF SIO dS Ss = 


AN EXPLICATION 
OF THE BATTLE BETWEEN THE GODS AND GIANTS, 


II is the opinion of many learned men, that the fa- 

1 ble of the Battle betweeen the Gods and the Giants 
is a phyſical allegory, invented by the ancients, not 
only to denote the war between the ſuperior and in- 
ferior elements in their original chaos, but in particu- 

lar to expres the nature of the winds encloſed in the 
bowels of the earth, which, ſtruggling for enlarge- 
ment, have been ſuppoſed to be the cauſes of earth- 
quakes and other dreadful commotions : but the al- 
legory is not to be contined ſolely to the winds ; the 
ſubterraneous fires are likewiſe denoted by it, which, 
burſting from the earth (as from Ætna and Veſuvius) 

as it were, aſſault the ſkies, and war with the ſupe- 
rior elements. Theſe are the Titans, that hurl rocks 
againſt the Gods ; theſe are the Jupiter and Typho- 
eus of the Ancients ; for Jupiter, in their mythology, 
conſtantly repreſents the ſuperior elenient. Virgil is 
ſcarce more than a, true hiſtorian in his deſcription of 
Etna: 


Interdum ſcopulos, avulſaq ; viſcera montis 

Erigit eructans, liquefactaq; ſaxa fub auras 

Cum gemitu slomerat. -- 
That poet directly applies theſe commotions to one 
of the Giants, who is fabled to have warred with hea- 
ven; an argument that he underſtood that fiction to be 
a phyſical allegory. 

Fama eft, Enceladi ſemuſtum fulmine corpus 

Urgere mole hac, ingentemq ; inſuper Atnam - 

Impoſitam, ruptis flammam expirare Caminis : 

Et, feſſum quoties mutat latus, intremere omnem 

Murmure Trinacriam. I En. iii. 
This interpretation will give great light to the fol- 
lowing tranſlation from Heſiod's Theogony. 

When we read that the earth and the poles ſhook in 
the conflict, this we eaſily ſolve from the nature of 
earthquakes, and the violence of lightning and thunder. 
When rocks and hills are ſaid to be removed by the gi- 


ants, it is literally * as appears from the beſt deſcrip- 
| 2 


3 


112 EXPLICATION. | 
tion af burning mountains. When thoſe monſters ar 
feigned to be buried beneath them, we are to under. 
ſtand that the lodgment of ſubterraneous fires is in the 
entrails of mountains, and muſt be ſo according to true 
philoſophy ; for the internal fires, by a continual ra- 
refaction and expanſion of the encloſed air, heave up 
the ground till it ſwells into a mountain, or breaks out 


into fiery eruptions. Thus alſo, when we read of the 
ſtructure beneath the earth framed by Neptune, from 
whence all rivers and fountains riſe, we are to have re- 
courſe to the opinions of the Ancients, who ns pace 


that not only fountains, but rivers were fed by ſecret 


channels from the ocean, that is, from Neptune, the 


god of it. By the waters that float in the air are meant 


the vapours exhaled from the ſeas, &c. which fall in 


hail, ſnow, dew, or rain. When Jupiter is ſaid to 


blaſt Typhoeus with lightning, we are taught a piece 
of natural philoſophy, viz. that the mines of ſulphur 


lodged in the earth are fired by lightning, which occa- 


ſions violent eruptions ; or, as the fable expreſſes it, a 
war between Jupiter and Typhoeus. The allegory 
further adds, that ftorms are raiſed by Typhoeus : and 


it is a certain truth that from the chaſms and vents on 


the tops of burning mountains, a continual wind iſ- 


ſues forth, occaſioned by the rarefaction of the encloſed 


air, which conſequently aſcends and breaks out with 
violence. And indeed, the winds were anciently ima- 
gined to riſe from the earth; hence the poets feigned 


that ZEolus kept them impriſoned in a dungeon, and 


| when he let them out, they cauſed ſtorms. and hurri- 


canes, Thus Virgil: 


— Hic vaſto Rex AZvulus Antroͤd 
Luctantes ventos, Tempeſtateſque ſonoras 
Imperio premit. | | 


From this explication the reader will not be ſur- 


priſed when he ices the deſcription of the variety of 
- noiſes uttered *by Typhoeus: 


Now bellowing like a ſavage bull they roar, 
Or angry lions, in the midnight hour, &c. 


They happily repreſent the dreadful uproar made by 
the violence of the fiery eruptions, and the hundred 
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' _ EXPLICATION. 113 
mouths of the giants mean only the number of the 
vents through which they iſſue at one time. It is not 


difficult to explain why the day and the night are ima- 


gited to reſide alternately behind Atlas, and why he 


is feigned to ſupport the heavens. Atlas is an ex- 


ceeding high mountain, and for that reaſon is fabled to 
ſuſtain the ſpheres ; and becauſe ſuch high hills inter- 
cept the beams of the ſun, the night and the day are 
faid to reſide behind them. And thus we ftill deſcribe 
the beginning and conclufion of theday, by ſaying the fun 
rites above the eaſtern, or ſinks behind the weſtern hills. 

Milton has not only made great uſe of Heſiod's bat- 
tle of the Gods in his war between the good and bad 
angels in his Paradiſe Loſt, but almoſt literally tran- 
{lated the foregoing incident; | 


—— There is a cave 

Within the mount of God, faſt by his throne, 

Where light and darkneſs in perpetual round 

Lodge and diſlodge, &c. 


Homer, in the xxi. book of the Iliad, has deſcribed 
a battle between the gods perhaps leſs ſucceſsfully than 
other incidents of his inimitable poem. Heſiod, upon 
compariſon, will be found here, and here only, equal 
if not ſuperior, to that poet in ſublimity. What ſeems 
chiefly blameable in Heſiod is his want of variety: al- 
moſt all his images are drawn from thunder, earth- 
' quakes, and conflagrations; which, however noble, 
offend the reader by a too frequent repetition ; whereas 
Homer abounds with a greater variety, which ariſes 
from the greater fertility. of his invention. 

I will only add that the four cardinal winds, which 
are ſaid to be of a gentle nature, and to be ſent from hea- 
ven, are Jefcribel in that manner to denote the tran - 
quillity of the ſuperior regions ; and that when the poet 
tells us that Jupiter ſubdued the Titans, and reigned 
in peace, he means that the ſuperior elements, after their 
original conflict in the chaos, gained their natural ſta- 
tion, and continue in tranquillity ; or, in other words, 
that whatever commotions the inferior elements may 
occaſion in the ſuperior, yet at laſt they ſettle into or- 
der and harmony. K 3 | 
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"TRANSLATIONS. 


THE BATTLE 
„ N 
. GODS AND TITANS. 8 
From the Theogony of Heſd, with a Deſcription of Tartarus, Cc. 
=——({4X1v d deer EyEpay # 
Tlavres, Cc. toy, 666. 


Nfow ſounds the vault of heav'n with loud alarms, 


And gods by gods embattling, ruſh to arms: 


Here ſtalk the Titans of portentous ſize, 


Burſt from their dungeons, and aſſault the ſkies ; 
And there, unchain'd from Erebus and night, 5 
Auxiliar giants,“ aid the gods in fight. 
An hundred arms each tow'r-like warrior rears, 

And ſtares from fifty heads amid the ſtars : 


The dreadful brotherhood ſtern frowning ſtands, 


And hurls an hundred rocks from hundred hands : 


The Titans ruſh'd with fury, uncontroll'd ; It 
. Gods ſunk on gods, or giant, giant rolld. 


Then roar'd the ocean with a dreadful ſound, 


Heaven ſhook with all its thrones, and groan'd the 
Trembled th' eternal poles at ev'ry ftroke, ground; 
And frighted hell from its foundation ſhook: 16 


Noiſe, horrid noiſe, th' aerial region fills, 


Rocks daſh on rocks, and hills encounter hills; 


Thro' earth, air, heav'n, tumultuous clamours riſe, 


And ſhouts of battle thunder in the ſkies ; 20 


Then Jove omnipotent diſplay'd the god, 
And all Olympus trembled as he trod. 


He graſps ten thouſand thunders in his hand, 
Bares his red arm, and wields the forky brand; 


Then aims the bolts, and bids his lightnings play; 25 


They flaſh, and rend thro* heav'n their flaming way. 
Redoubling blow on blow, in wrath he moves, 
The ſing' d earth groans, and burns with all her groves: 


* eon, Cottus, Gyc es. 
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TRANSLATIONS, 11 5 
The floods, the billows, boiling, hiſs with fires, : 
And bick'ring flame, and ſmould'ring ſmoke aſpires. 
A night of clouds blots out the golden day; 31 
Full in their eyes the writhen lightnings play: | 
Ev'n Chaos burns. Again earth groans, heav'n roars, 
As tumbling downward with its ſhining tow'rs; ' 
Or burſt this earth, torn from her central place, 35 
With dire diſruption from her deepeſt baſe. | 
Nor ſlept the wind; the wind new horror forms, 
Clouds daſh on clouds before the outrageous ſtorms, 
While tearing up the ſands, in drifts they riſe, | 
18, And half the deſerts mount th* encumber'd ſkies. 40 
At once the tempelt bellows, lightnings fly, 
The thunders roar, and clouds involve the ſky. 
Stupendous were the deeds of heay*nly might, 
5 What leſs, when gods conflicting, cope in fight ? 
| "Now heav'n its foes with horrid inroad gores, 45 
And flow, and ſour, recede the giant pow'rs. 
Here ftalks geon, here fierce Gyges moves, 
There Cottus rends up hills with all their groves : 
Theſe hurl'd at once againſt the Titan bands, 49 
11 Three hundred mountains from three hundred hands, 
| And overſhadowing, overwhelming bound ; 
| With chains infrangible beneath the ground. 
the Below this earth, far as earth's confines lie, 
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d; Thro? ſpace unmeaſur'd from the ſtarry ſky, 
16 Nine days an anvil of enormous weight 55 


Down ruſhing headlong from th' aerial height 
5 Scarce reaches earth, thence toſs'd in giddy rounds, 
| Scarce reaches, in nine days, th' infernal bounds ; 
20 A wall of iron of ſtupendous height 
| Guards the dire dungeons, black with threefold night ; 
High o'er the horrors of th' eternal ſhade, 61 
The ſtedfaſt baſe of earth and ſeas is laid 
There, in coercive durance, Jove detains 
25 The groaning Titans in afflictive chains; 
oy A ſeat of woe, remote from cheerful day, 65 
Thro' gulphs impaſſable, a boundleſs way. | 
Above theſe realms a brazen ſtructure ſtands 


With brazen portals, fram'd by Neptune's hands; 
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_ as TRANSLATIONS, 
'Thro* chaos to the ocean's baſe it ſwells, | 
There ſtern Ægeon with his giants dwells, 70 
Fierce guards of Jove, from hence the fountains riſe 
That waſh the earth, or wander thro' the ſkies, 
That groaning, murmur. thro” the realm of woes, 
Or feed the channels where the ocean flows ; 
Collected horrors throng the dire abodes, 75 
Horrid and fell, deteſted ev*n by gods. 
Enormous gulf, immenſe the bounds appear, 
8 Waſteful and void, the journey of a year; ; 
Where beating ſtorms, as in wild whirls they fight, 
© Toſs the pale wand'rer, and retoſs thro' night. 80 
The pow'rs immortal, with affright ſurvey 
The hideous chaſm, and ſeal it up from day. 
Hence, thro* the vault of heav'n huge Atlas rears 
His giant limbs, and props the golden ſpheres. - - 
Here ſable night and here the beamy day 35 
Lodge and diſlodge, alternate in their ſway. 
A. brazen port the varying powers divides; 
When day forth iſſues, here the night reſides; 
| And when night veils the ſkies, obſequious day, 
Re-entering, plunges from the ſtarry way. 90 
She from her — with beaming radiance bright, 
Pours o'er th' expanded earth a flood of light; 
But night, by ſleep attended, rides in ſhades, 
Brother of. death, and all that breathes invades ; 
From her foul womb# they ſprung, reſiſtleſs pow'rs, 
Nurs'd in the horrors of Tartarean bow'rs, 96 
Remote from day, when with her flaming wheels 
She mounts the ſkies, or paints the weſtern hills. 
With downy footſteps ſleep in filence glides 
O'er the wide earth, and o'er the ſpacious tides, 100 
The friend of life, death unrelenting bears 
An iron heart, and laughs at human cares: 
She makes the mould'ring race of man her prey, 
And ev'n th* immortal pow'rs deteſt her ſway. b 
Thus fell the Titans, f from the realms above, 1053 
Beneath the thunders of almighty Jove; ; 
a #* Of night, 1 820% 
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TRANSLATIONS. 117 
Then earth, impregnate, felt maternal woes, ; 
And ſhook- thro? all her frame with teeming throes : 
Hence roſe Typhoeus, a gigantic birth, 

A' monſter ſprung from Tartarus and Earth, 110 
A match for gods in might, on high he ſpreads, 
From his huge trunk, an hundred dragons? heads, 
And, from an hundred mouths, in vengeance flings 
Envenom'd foam, and darts an hundred ſtings. 
Horror terrific frowns from ev'ry brow, et 
And like a furnace his red eye- balls glow ; 

Fires dart from ev'ry creſt, and, as he turns, 

Keen ſplendours flaſh, and all the giant burns. 
Whene'er he ſpeaks, in echoing thunders riſe 
An hundred voices, and affright the ſkies ; 120 
Unutterably fierce, the bright abodes | 
Frequent they ſhake, and terrify the gods; 

Now bellowing, like a ſavage bull, they roar, 

Or angry lions in the midnight hour; 

Now yell like furious whelps, or hiſs like ſnakes, 125 
The rocks rebound, and ev'ry mountain ſhakes : 

He hurl'd defiance gainſt th* immortal pow'rs, 

And heav'n had ſeiz d, with all its ſhining tow'rs, 
But, at the voice of Jove, from pole to —— 

Red lightnings flaſh, and raging thunders roll; 130 
Rattling o'er all th* expanſion of the ſkies, | 
Bolt after bolt o'er earth and ocean flies. 

Stern frowns the god amidſt the lightnings” blaze, 
Olympus ſhakes from his eternal baſe; 

Trembles the earth ; fierce flame involves the poles, 
Devours the ground, and o'er the billows rolls : 136 
Fires from T'yphoeus flaſh : with dreadful ſound 
Storms rattle, thunder rolls, and groans the ground, 
Above, below, the conflagration roars ; | 
Ev'n the ſeas, kindled, burn thro? all their ſhores : 140 
Deluge of fire, earth rocks her tott'ring coaſts, 

And gloomy Pluto fhakes with all his ghoſts ; 

Ev'n the pale Titans, chain'd on burning floors, 
Start at the din that rends the infernal ſhores ; 

Then, in full wrath, Jove all the god applies, 145 
And all his thunders burſt at once the ſkies, 
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118 TRANSLATIONS, 
And ruſhing gloomy from th* Olympian brow, 
He blaſts the giant with th' Almighty blow; 
The giant, tumbling, finks beneath the wound, 
And with enormous ruin rocks the ground. I50 
Nor yet the lightnings of th' Almighty ſtay, 
Throꝰ the ſing d earth they burſt their burning way 
Earth kindling inward, melts in all her caves, 
And hiſſing, 2 with fierce metallic waves; 
As iron fuſile from the furnace flows, c 155 
Or molten ore with keen effulgence glows, 55 
When the dire bolts of Jove ſtern Vulcan frames, 
In burning channels roll the liquid flames. 
Thus melted earth, and Jove from realms on high 
Plung'd the huge giant'to the nether ſky. 160 
| Then from Typhoeus ſprung the winds that bear 
Storms on their wings, and thunder in the air; 
But from the gods deſcend, of milder kind, 
The eaſt, the weſt, the ſouth, and boreal wind: 
_ 'Theſe, in ſoft whiſpers, breathe a friendly breeze, 165 
| Play throꝰ the groves, or ſport upon the ſeas ; 
They fan the ſultry air with cooling gales, 
And waftfrom ik to realm the flying fails; 
The reſt in ſtorms of ſounding whirlwinds fly, 
Toſs the wild waves, and battle in the ſky, 170 
Fatal to man, at once all ocean roars, | 
; And ſcatter*d navies bulge on diſtant ſhores 
| | Then thund'ring o'er the earth they rend their way, 
| Graſs, herb, and flow'r, beneath their rage decay; 
4 While tow'rs and domes, vain boaſts of human truſt, 
- Torn from their inmoſt baſe, are whelm'd in duſt, 176 
Thus heav'n aſſerted its eternal reign 
Li O'er the proud giants and Titanic train; 
- And now in peace the gods their Jove obey, 
And all the thrones of heav'n adore his ſway. 180 
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| TRANSLATIONS. 119 
THE LOVE OF JASON AND MEDEA, 


FROM APOLLONIUS RHODIUS, B. III, v. 743. 
Nv py emer” ami yaiay ayer wala, &c. 
Advertisement. 


The tranſlator has taken the lib in the following wer, 
the Argonautics of Appollonius, as wal as in the Story 0 Tall omit 
zubate ver has not an immediate relation to the ſul ef, et hopes that a 
due connexion is not wanting ; and that the reader will not be * 


with theſe ſhort ſketches from a poet who is affirmed to be every where 
ſublime 2516 a cri 1 than eee fan tobom . ver ſes 


are borroꝛued by ſo great a poet as Virgil. 

1 ws riſing ſhades a ſolemn gloom diſplay 
O'er the wide earth, and o'er th' ethereal way 

All night the ſailor marks the Northern Team, 

And golden circlet of Orion's beam; 

A deep repoſe the weary wand'rer ſhares, 5 

And the faint watchman ſleeps away his cares; 

E'en the fond mother, while all breathleſs lies 

Her child of love, in ſlumber ſeals her eyes: 

No ſound of village-dog, no noiſe, invades 


The death-like filence of the midnight ſhades. 10 


Alone Medea wakes; to love a prey, 

Reſtleſs ſhe rolls, and groans the night away. 

Now the fire- breathing bulls command her cares; 

She thinks on Jaſon, and for Jaſon fears ; 

In ſad review on horrors horrors riſe ; I; 
Quick beats her heart; from thought to thought ſh 
As from repleniſh'd urns with dubious my [flies ; 
The ſunbeams dancing from the ſurface play, - 
Now here now there the trembling radiance falls, 
Alternate flaſhing round th” illumin*d walls; 20 
Thus flutt"ring bounds the trembling virgin's blood, 
And from her ſhining eyes deſcends a flood. 

Now raving with reſiſtleſs flames ſhe glows, 

Now fick with love, ſhe melts with ſofter woes : 

The tyrant god, of ev'ry thought poſſeſt, 25 
Beats in each pulſe, and ſtings and rack her breaſt, 


* 


„ Toſs'd in a giddy whirl of ſtrong deſire, 


120 TRANSLATIONS, 
Now ſhe reſolves the magic to betrag 
To tame the bulls, now yield him up a prey. 
Again the drugs diſdaining to ſupply, 
She loathes the light, and meditates to die: 30 
Anon repelling with a brave diſdain | 
The coward thought, the nouriſhes the pain. 
Thus toſt, retoſt, with furious ſtorms of cares 
On the cold ground ſhe rolls, and thus with tears : 
Ah me! where'er I turn before my eyes 35 
« A dreadful view: on ſorrows forrows riſe! 


«© I glow, I burn, yet bleſs the pleaſing fire! 

O had this ſpirit from its priſon fled, | 
« By Dian ſent to wander with the dead, 40 
% Ere the proud Grecians view d the Colchian ſkies, 


, Ere Jaſon, lovely Jaſon ! met theſe eyes. 


« Hell gave a ſhining miſchief to our coaſt ; 

6 Medea ſaw him, and Medea's loſt.— 
But why theſe ſorrows ? if the pow'rs on high 45 
« His death decree, die, wretched Jaſon ! die. 

« Shall I elude my fire ! my art betray ? 

«& Ah me! what words ſhall purge the guilt away? 


„But could I yield—O whither muſt I run 


To find the man—whom virtue bids me ſhun? 50 
ce Shall J, all loſt to ſhame, to Jaſon fly? | 

« And yet I muſt—if.Jaſon bleeds I die! 

% Then, Shame! farewel : adieu for ever, Fame 
Hail, black Diſgrace! be fam'd for guilt my name 
« Live, Jaſon! live; enjoy the vital air; | 


Live thro' my aid, and fly where winds can bear! 


* But when he flies, ye Poiſons ! lend your pow'rs ! 
© That day Medea treads th” infernal ſhores ! 


Then, wretched maid! thy lot is endleſs ſhame ; 


Then the proud dames of Colchis blaſt thy name: 
J hear them cry—* The falſe Medea's dead 61 


* Thro' guilty paſſion for a ſtranger's bed; 


Medea, careleſs of her virgin fame, 

c Preterr'd a ſtranger to a father's name l 7 

« O may I rather yield this vital breath - 65 
% Than bear that baſe diſhonour, worſe than death!“ 


* 


G1 


17 
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| TRANSLATIONS. „l 
Thus wailed the fair, and ſeized with horrid joy 
Drugs foes to life, and potent to deſtroy; - 
A magazine of death! Again ſhe pours | 
From her ſwoln eye - balls tears in ſhining ſhow'rs; 70 
With grief inſatiate, and with — | 


All comfortleſs, the caſk of death expands: 


A. ſudden fear her lab'ring foul invades, 
Struck with the horrors of th' infernal ſhades : 
dhe ſtands deep-muſing with a faded brow, 75 
Abſorpt in thought, a monument of woe! 
While all the comforts that on life attend, 
The cheerful converſe and the faithful friend, 


By thaught deep-imag'd in her boſom play, 


Endearing life and charm deſpair away. 80 
TY all- cheering ſuns with ſweeter light ariſe, 

And ev'ry object brightens to her eyes: 

Then from her hand the baneful drugs ſhe throws, 
Conſents to live, recover'd from her woes; 

Reſolved the magic virtue to betray, 85 
She waits the dawn, and calls the lazy day. 


Time ſeems to ſtand, or backward drive his wheels ; 


The hours ſhe chides, and eyes the eaſtern hills. 

At length the dawn with orient beams appears, 

The ſhades diſperſe; and man awakes to cares. 9e 
Studious to pleaſe, her graceful length of hair 


With art ſhe binds, that wanton'd with the air; 


From her ſoft cheek ſhe wipes the tear away, 

And bids keen lightnings from her eyes to play; 

From limb to limb refreſhing unguents pours, 95 

Unguents that breathe of heaven in copious ſhow'rs, 

Her robe ſhe next aſſumes; bright claſps of gold 

Cloſe to the leſs*ning waiſt the robe infold ; 

Down from her ſwelling loins the reſt unbound, 

Floats in rich waves redundant o'er the ground: 100 

Laft, with a ſhining veil her cheeks ſhe * 

Then fwimming {ſmooth along magnificently treads. 
Thus forward moves the faireſt of her kind, 

Blind to the future, to the preſent blind. 

Twelve maids, attendants on her virgin bow'r, 105 


Alike unconſcous of the bridal h our, 


L 5 
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122 En TRANSLATIONS, 
Jon to the car the mules, dire rites to pay; 
o Hecate's black fane ſhe bends her way : 
A juice ſhe bears whoſe magic virtue tames | 
(Thro' fell Perſephone) the rage of flames; 229 
It gives the hero, ſtrong in matchleſs might, 


To ſtand ſecure of harms in mortal fight ; | 


It mocks the ſword ; the {word without a wound 
Leaps as from marble ſhiver*d to the ground: 

She mounts the car“; nor rode the nymph alone; 1 15 
On either ſide two lovely damſels ſhone : ior ahh. 23 
Her hand with ſkill th' embroider'd rein controls, 
Back fly the ftreets as ſwift the chariot rolls. 

Avg the wheel-worn road they hold their way, 


The domes retreat, the finking tow'rs decay. 120 


Bare to the knee ſuccinct a damſel train 

Behind attends, and glitters tow'rd the plain. 

As when her limbs divine Diana laves 8 

In fair Parnethius, or th' Amneſian waves, 

Sublime in royal ſtate the bounding roes 125 


Whirl her bright car along the mountain brows, 


Swift to her fane, in pomp the goddeſs moves, 
The nymphs attend that haunt the ſhady groves, 


Th' Amneſian fount or filver-ftreaming rills, 


Nymphs of the vales or Oreads of the hills, 120 
The 3 beaſts before the goddeſs play, | 
Or trembling, ſavage adoration pay; 

Thus on her car ſublime the nymph appears, 
'The crowd falls back, and as ſhe moves reveres : 
Swift to the fane aloft her courle ſhe bends, 135 
The fane ſhe reaches, and to earth deſcends z | 
Then to her train“ Ah me! I fear we ſtray, 
e Miſled by Folly to this lonely way! 4 

« Alas! ſhould Jaſon with his Greeks appear, | 
“ Where ſhould we fly? I fear, alas! I fear! 148 
«© No more the Colchian youths and virgin train 
% Haunt the cool ſhade, or tread in dance the plain. 
“ But ſince alone with ſports beguile the hours; 
Come, chaunt the ſong, or pluck the blooming flow'rs; 
6% Pluck ev'ry ſweet to deck your virgin bow'rs!' 145 
# 865, 


3 
3 


TRANSLATIONS. 123 


Then warbling ſoft “ ſhe lifts her heavenly voice, - 


But ſick with mighty love, the ſong is noiſe : 
She hears from ev ry note a diſcord riſe, *»_ 
Till, pauſing, on her tongue the muſic dies: 


She hates each object, ev'ry face offends 7: "UW 


In ev'ry wiſh her ſoul to Jaſon ſends 
With ſharpen'd eyes the diſtant lawn explores, 
To find the object whom her foul adores: 
At ev*ry.whiſper of the paſſing air 
She ſtarts, ſhe turns, and hopes her Jaſon there. 155 
Again ſhe fondly looks, nor looks in vain; 
He comes, her Jaſon ſhines along the plain! 
As when, emerging from the wat'ry way, 
Refulgent Sirius lifts his golden ray, 
He ſhines terrific, for his , Ara breath 160 
Taints the red air with fevers, — and death; 
Such to the nymph approaching Jaſon ſhows, 
Bright author of unutterable woes ! 
Before her eyes a ſwimming darkneſs ſpread, 
Her fluſh'd cheek glow'd, her very heart was deacl; 
No more her knees their wonted office knew, 166 
Fix'd without motion, as to earth ſhe grew, 
Her train recedes; the meeting lovers gaze 
In filent wonder and in ſtill amaze : 
As two fair cedars on the mountain's brow, 170 
Pride of the groves ! with roots adjoining grow, 
Erect and motionleſs the ſtately trees 
Awhile remain, while ſleeps each fanning breeze, 
Till from th* ZEolian caves a blaſt unbound 
Bends their proud tops, and bids their boughs reſound ; 
Thus gazing they, till by the breath of love 176 
Strongly at length inſpir'd, they ſpeak, they move; 
With ſmiles the loveſick virgin he ſurvey'd, 
And fondly thus addreſſed the blooming maids 

4 Diſmiſs, my fair, my love, thy virgin fear; 180 
4 Tis Jaſon ſpeaks, no enemy is here. | 
“Man, haughty man, is of obdurate kind; 
4 But Jaſon bears no prouè inhuman mind, 
* By gentleſt manners, ſofteſt arts, refin'd, 
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124 TRANBLATIONS. | 
«© Whom wouldſt thou fly? Stay, lovely virgin, ſtay! 
& Speak ev'ry thought; far hence be fears away. 186 
& Speak, and be truth in ev'ry accent found ! 
© Dread to deceive; we tread on hallow'd ground. 


By the ſtern pow'r who guards this ſacred place, 


© By the illuſtrious authors of thy race; 190 
© By Jove, to whom the ſtranger's cauſe belongs, 


_ ©-To whom the ſuppliant, and who feels their wrongs ; 


© O guard me, fave me, in the needfal hour l 

* Without thy aid, thy Jaſon is no more; * 
& To thee a ſuppliant, in diſtreſs I bend, 195 
© To thee a ſtranger, and who wants a friend f | 
© Then, when between us ſeas and mountains riſe, 


„ Medea's name ſhall found in diſtant ſkies ; 


* All Greece to thee ſhall owe her heroes fates, | 
& And bleſs Medea thro' her hundred ſtates: 200 
© The mother and the wife, who now in vain - 

© Roll their ſad eyes faſt - ſtreaming o'er the main, 

© Shall ſtay their tears; the mother, and the wife, 

© Shall bleſs thee for a ſon's or huſband's life! 

* Fair Ariadne, ſprung from Minos* bed, 205 
& Sav'd the brave Theſeus, and with Theſeus fled ; 

4% Forſook her father, and her native plain, 


And ſtemm'd the tumults of the ſurging main; | 


© Yet the ſtern ſire relented, and forgave 

& The maid, whoſe only crime it was to ſave; 210 
Een the juſt gods forgave : and now on high 

c A ftar ſhe ſhines, and beautifies the ſky. | 
What bleſſings 4hen ſhall righteous heaven decree 


For all our heroes ſav'd, and ſav'd by thee? 1 
„ Heaven gave thee not to kill, ſo ſoft an air, 215 
„And Cruelty ſure never looked fo fair!“ 


He ceas d; but left ſo charming on her ear 
His voice, that liſt' ning ſtill ſhe ſeem'd to hear: 
Her eye to earth ſhe bends with modeſt grace, 


And heaven in {miles is open'd in her face: 220 


A glance ſhe ſteals, but roſy bluſhes ſpread 
O'er her fair cheek, and then ſhe drops her head: 


The Temple of Hecate. * 


TRANSLATIONS, 


A thouſand words at once to ſpeak ſhe tries 
In vain—but ſpeaks a thouſand with her eyes. 


Trembling the ſhining caſket ſhe expands 
Then gives the magic virtue to his hands ; 
And had the power been granted to convey 
Her heart—had given her very heart away. 
5 L 3 Y 
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226 © TRANSLATIONS: | | 
.. THE STORY OF TALUS, - 


FROM APPOLLONIUS RHODIUS, BOOK Iv. v. 1629. 
HAG. N . vide, av 8 n as "p 
833 Ava, Ee. 5 | | 
YG | curd res 
The — beats from Lonius will appear very extraua- 
ve recourſe to their allegorical meaning. Plato in bis 
inos thus æurites: Talus and Rhadamanthus ere the ; < papa 
Minos in the execution of tis laws. It <vas the office of Talus to wijit 
all parts 4 Crete thrice every year, to enforce them with the utmoſt ſeug- 
rity. The poet alludes to this cuſtom in theſe <vords : 5 


„ pierce guard of Crete! who thrice each year explores 
„ The trembling iſle, and ftrides from ſhores to ſhores,” 


4 Talusis fabled to be formed of braſs, becauſe the laws wwhich he 
carried with him on his circuit were engraven upon brazen tables. It 
is not improbable but the fable of the burſting the vein abowe the ankle 
of Talus, by which he died, aroſe from the manner of puniſhment prace 
rg by him, wohich æuas by opening a vein above the ankles of crimanals, 
y which they bled to death,” | 6 
HE ev'ning ſtar now lifts, as daylight fades, 
His golden circlet in the deep'ning ſhades : 
Stretch'd at his eaſe, the weary lab'rer ſhares _ 
A ſweet forgetfulneſs of human cares : 
At once 2 fink the ſleeping gales, 
The maſt they * drop, and furl the flagging fails ; 
lay, they ply. the bending oars 
Tow'rd Carpathus, and reach the rocky ſhores ; 
Thence Crete they view emerging from the main, 
The queen of iſles ; but Crete they view in vainz 10 
There Talus, whirling with reſiſtleſs ſway 
Rocks ſheer uprent, repels them from the bay ; 
A giant, ſprung from giant race, who took 
Their births from entrails of the ſtubborn oak ; 
Fierce guard of Crete! by Jove aſſiſtant givm 15 
To legiſlators ſtyl'd the fons of heaven: 


To mercy deaf, he thrice each year explores 


The trembling iſle, and ſtrides from ſhores to ſhores : 

A form of living braſs! one part beneath | 

Alone he bears, a path to let in death, 2.0 
Argonauts. + Minos aud Rhadaman mus,. 


TRANSLATIONS. 127 

Where o'er the ankle (wells the turgid vein, | 

Soft to the ſtroke, and ſenſible of pain. 

' And now her magic ſpells * Medea tries, 

Bids the red fiends, the dogs of Orcus, riſe, | 

That ſtarting dreadful from th' infernal ſhade, 25 

Ride heaven in ſtorms, and all that breathes invade. 

Thrice the applies the power of magic prayer, 

Thrice hell-ward bending mutters charms in air; 

Then, turning tow'rd the foe, bids miſchief fly, 

And looks deſtruction as ſhe points her eye; 30 

Then ſpectres, riſing from Tartarean bowers 

Howl round in air, or grin along the ſhores ; 

While, tearing up whole hills , the giant throws, 

Outrag'ous, rocks on rocks, to cruſh the foes ; 

But, trantic as he ſtrides, a ſudden wound, 8 

Burſts the life vein, and blood o erſpreads the ground; 

As from the furnace in a burning flood | 

Pours molten lead, fo pours in ſtreams his blood: 

And now he ſtaggers as the ſpirit flies; | 

He faints, he ſinks, he tumbles, and he dies. 40 

As ſome huge cedar on a mountain's brow ; 

Pierc'd by the ſteel, expects the final blow, 

A. while it totters with alternate ſway,  _ 

Till freſh'ning breezes thro? the branches play, 44 

Then, tumbling downward, with a thund ring ſound, 

Falls headlong, and o'erſpreads a breadth of ground ; 

So, as the giant falls, the ocean roars, 

Outſtretch'd he lies, and covers half the ſhores. 48 
# Ver, 1665, + ver. 1679. . 


CranLavions. | 
HORACE, ODE I. 
9 8 TRANSLATED. _ 
ZECENAS! whoſe high lineage ſprings 


From a long race of ancient kings, 
Patron and friend ! thy honour'd name 
At once is my defence and fame. 
There are who with fond tranſport praiſe 
The chariot thund' ring in the race, ; | 
Where conqueſt won and palms beftow'd 
Lift the proud mortal to a god. þ 
he man who courts the people's voice, 
dotes on offices and noiſe, 
Or they who till the peaceful fields, 
And reap what bounteous Nature yields, 
Unmoy*d the merchant's wealth behold, 
Nor hazard happineſs for gold ; 
Untempted by whole worlds of gain 
To ſtem the billows of the main. 

The merchant, when the ſtorm invades, _ 
Envies the quiet of the ſhades ; 

But ſoon relanches from the ſhore, 
Dreading the crime of being poor. 

Some careleſs waſte the mirthful day 
With gen'rous wines and wanton play, 
Indulgent of th 
By ſpring, or ri 
Some hear with joy the clanging jar 
Of trumpets, that alarm to war, 5 
While matrons tremble at the breath 
That calls their ſons to arms and death. 

ortſman, train'd in ſtorms, defies 
ing blaſt and freezing ſkies; 
Unmindful of his bride, in vain 
Soft Beauty pleads: along the plain 
The ſtag he chaſes, or begu | 
The furious bear into his toils. 
For you the blooming ivy“ grows, 

Proud to adorn your learned brows ; 

# Te Doctarum Hederz, de. 
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: TRANSLATIONS. 
Patron of letters you ariſe, 
Grow to a god, and mount the ſkies. 
Humbly in breezy ſhades I ſtray, 
Where "= Sou dance, and ſatyrs play, 
Contented to advance my claim, 
Only o'er men without a name; 
Tranſcribing what the muſes ang 
Harmonious to the pipe or ſtring. 
But if indulgently you deign 
To rank me with the lyric train, 
Aloft the towering muſe ſhall riſe 
On bolder wings, and gain the ſkies, 
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130 TRANSLATIONS. 


SIXTEEN ODES OF ANACREONs#. 


ODE XV. HAPPY LIFE, 
OUS wealth of Gyges I deſpiſe; 


Gems are uſeleſs glit"ring toys: 
Gold I leave, and ſuch vain things, 


To the low aim and pride of kings. 


Let my hair with unguents flow, 
With roſy garlands crown my brow ; 


The preſent moment I enjoy, 


Doom'd in the next perhaps to die. 
Then, while the hour ſerenely ſhines 

Toſs the gay die, and quaff thy wines; 

But ever, in the genial hour 

To Bacchus the libation pour, 

Leſt Death in wrath approach, and cry, 

« Man!—taſte no more the cup of joy. 


ODE XVI. 
THE POWER OF BEAUTY? 


8 ſing of Thebes, and ſome deſtroy 
In lofty numbers haughty Troy: 
I mourn, alas! in plaintive ſtrains, 
My own eaptivity and chains. 
No navy, rang'd in proud array, 
No foot, no horſeman, arm'd to ſlay, 
My peace alarm! far other foes, 


+ Far other hoſts, create my woes; 
Strange, dang' rous hoſts! that ambuſh'd lie 


In ev'ry bright love-darting eye; 
Such as . when beauty arme | 
To conquer, dreadful in its charms! 


— 


* Firſt publiſhed in the Gent, Mag. and afterwards inſerted in the tranfia- 


of Anacreon, publiſned by Mr. Fawkes, 
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Then, ſince the hours ince 


TRANSLATIONS, 


ODE XX. 
TO HIS MISTRESS, 


HE gods o'er mortals prove their ſway, 
An he them from themſelves Habs 1 
'd by their almighty hand, 
Sad Niobe an image ſtands ; 
And Philomel, upborne on wings, 
Throꝰ air her mournful ſtory ſings. 
Would heav'n, indulgent to my vow, 
The happy change I with, allow; 
The envy'd mirror I would be, 
That thou might'ſt always gaze on me; 


And could my naked heart appear, 


Thou'dft ſee thyſelf—for thou art there. 
O! were I made thy folding veſt, 

That thou might'ſ| claſp me to thy breaſt ! 
Or turn'd into a fount, to lave 

Thy naked beauties in my wave! 

Thy boſom- cincture IJ would grow, 

To warm thy little hills of ſnow ; 

Thy ointment, in rich fragrant ſtreams. 
To wander o'er thoſe beauteous limbs; 
Thy chain of ſhining pearl—to deck, 
And cloſe embrace thy graceful neck ; 
A very ſandal I would 

To tread on—if trod on by thee ! 


ODE XXIV. IMITATED., 


LAS! alas! I fee each day 
Steals me from myſelf away; 
And ev'ry ſtep of life I tread, 
I ſpeed to mingle with the dead. 
How many years are paſt, my friends, 
F know, and there my knowledge ends ; 
How many years are ſtill in ſtore, 
I neither can, nor would —— 
ant fly, 


They all ſhall find me crown'd with joy. 
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132 TRANSLATIONS. 
To thoſe, my cares I here bequeath, 
Who meanly die for fear of death, 
And daily with aſſiduous ſtrife 
'Contrive to live, accurs'd with life. 

Then, Care, begone! I'd dance and play; 

Hence, with thy ſerious face away ! | 
I'll laugh, and whilſt gay wine inflames, . 
I'll court the laughter-loving dames, 
And ftudy to reſign my breath 
In ecſtaſy, and ſmile in death. 


ODE XXV. IMITATED. 


RING me, O bring the enliv*ning draught, 
Lenient of grief, and anxious thought! 

Then Care retires, aſham'd to ſhow 
His downcaft eye, and faded brow. 
J baniſh bus'neſs to the great, | 
To all that curſe, yet covet ſtate. 

Death haſtes amain; then who would run 
To meet what moſt he ſtrives to ſhun ? 
Or anteclate the dreadful day 
By cares, and aid the fiend to flay ? 
| if tears could bribe his dreadful pow'rs, 
I'd weep, and bleſs the precious ſhow'rs; 
But let our lot be joy or woe. | 
Alike he ſpeeds to ſtrike the blow. 

T hen crown the bowl !—ye Sorrows, fly 
To kill ſome wretch who wants to die. 


ODE XXXI. 
THE PLEASING FRENZY. 
8 bring, by all the pow'rs divine, 
Bring me a bowl of roſy wine; 
A mighty bowl of wine I crave; 
When wine inſpires tis ſweet to rave. 
In frantic rage Alemæon drew 
His falchion; and his mother flew* ; 
* Eryphile, RF 
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Oreſtes in a furious mood, 
Raving, ſhed his mother's blood“. 
Dreadtul, ſober madmen, they !— 
None, harmleſs drunkard ! none I ſlay. 10 
The blood of grapes I only crave; 
I quaff it, and *tis ſweet. to rave. 
Alcides frantic graſp'd his bow, 
His quiver rattled, ſtor'd with woe: 
Stern Ajax ſhook his glitt'ring blade, 15 15 
? And broad his ſevenfold ſhield diſplay'd : 
Dangerous madman ! how he drew 
His ſword, and hoſts in fancy flew ! 
I, peaceful I, no falchion wield ; 
I bend no bow, I poiſe no ſhield : 20 
The flow'ry garland crowns my hairs, | 
My hand the pow'rful goblet bears ; 
5 The pow'rful goblet, nobly brave, 
# I drain, and then 'tis ſweet to rave. 24 


ODE XXXVI. 
ALE. not to me of pore rules ; 


© - I leave debates to learned fools, 
Who ſolemnly in form advile, 
At beſt impertinently wiſe. 
To me more pleaſing precepts give, 5 
And teach the ſcience how to live ; 
To bury in the friendly draught, | g 
16 Sorrows that ſpring from too much thought; „ I. 
| To learn ſoft leſſons from the fair, | i 
How life may glide exempt from care. 10 a 
Alas! I'm old! I fee my head, VP 
With hoary locks by Time o'erſpread ; 5 = 
Then inſtant be the goblet brought, F 
To make me'young—at leaſt in thought. 


1 


Alas! inceſſant ſpeeds the day --#f 
: When I muſt mix with common clay, 
'S When I muſt tread the diſmal ſhore, 

And dream of love and wine no more. | 18 


Clytemneſtra. 
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13+ TRANSLATIONS» 
ODE XXXVII. 
THE SPRING. 


EE, winter's paſt! the ſeaſons bring 
Soft breezes with returning ſpring, 
At whoſe approach the graces wear 


| Freſh honours in their flowing hair; 


The raging ſeas forget to roar, | 
And, ſmiling, gently kiſs the ſhore 
The ſportive duck in wanton play 
Now dives, now riſes into day; 
The cranes from freezing ſkies repair, 
And failing float to warmer air : 


Th. enlivening ſuns in glory riſe, 


And gayly dance along the ſkies. 


The clouds diſperſe, or if in ſhow'rs 
They fall, *tis to awake the flow'rs. 
See, verdure clothes the teeming earth, 
The olive ſtruggles into birth; 

The ſwelling grapes adorn the vine, 


And kindly promiſe future wine: 


Bleſt juice! already I in thought 


:” Quaff an imaginary draught. 


ODE XLVIII. 
GAY LIFE, 


| © VE me Homer's tuneful lyre, 


Let the ſound my breaſt inſpirel 
But with no troubleſome delight 


Of arms and heroes ſlain in fight: 


Let it play no conqueſts here, 
Or conqueſts only o'er the fair. 


Boy, reach that volume—book divine! 


The ſtatutes of the god of wine ! 
He, legiſlator, ſtatutes draws, 
And I, his judge, enforce his laws, 
And, faithful to the weighty truſt, 
Compel his vot'ries to be juſt, 
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TRANSLATIONs. 
Thus, round the bowl impartial flies 
Till to the ſprightly dance we riſe: 
We friſk it with a lively bound, 
Charm'd with the lyre's harmonious ſound, 
Then pour forth with an heat divine 
Rapturous ſongs that breathe of wine. 18 


ODE L. 
THE HAPPY EFFECTS OF WINE, 


EE, ſee, the jolly god appears, 
| His hand a gh goblet bears; 
With ſparkling wine tull-charg'd, itfl ows, 
The ſov'reign cure of human woes. 
Wine gives a kind releaſe from care, 5 
And courage to ſubdue the fair, | 
Inſtructs the cheerful to advance, 
Harmonious in the ſprightly dance. 
| Hail, goblet! rich with gen'rous wines; 
See, round the verge a vinebranch twines: 10 
| See, how the mimic cluſters roll, 
As ready to refil the bowl ! 
Wine keeps its:happy patients free 
From ev'ry painful malady ; | 
Our beſt phyſician all the year, 15 
Thus guarded no diſeaſe we fear, | 
No troubleſome diſeaſe of mind, 
Until another year grows kind, 
And loads again the fruitful vine, þ 
And brings again our health—new wine. 20 
M2 "i 
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ODE LII. 
. GRAPES OF THE VINTAGE; 


1 the vintage now is done, 
5 And black' ned with th' autumnal ſun, 

e 8 youths and virgins bear, 
The — Nai of the a 
In vats the heav'nly load they lay, 
And ſwift the damſels trip away; 
The youths alone the winepreſs tread, 
For wine's by ſkilful drunkards made: 
Meantime the mirthful ſong they raiſe, 
161 Bacchus to thy praiſe; 
And eyeing the bleſt juice, in thought 
Gow an imaginary draught. _ 

ayly thro* wine the old advance, 
And doubly tremble in the dance: 
In fancy'd youth they chant and play, 
Forgetful that their locks are A 
hro* wine the youth Bord 244 his loves; 

He haunts the filence of the groves, 
Where ſtretch'd beneath the embow'ring ſhade 
He ſpies ſome love-inſpiring maid z 
On beds of roſy ſweets ſhe lies, 
Inviting ſleep to cloſe her eyes: 
Faſt by her fide his limbs he throws, 
Her hand he prefſes—breathes his vows, 
And cries, ** My love! my ſoul! comply 
4 This inſtant, or, alas! I die.“ 

In vain the youth perſuaſion tries ; 
In vain her tongue at leaſt denies: 
Then ſcorning death, thro' dull deſpair 
He ftorms th unwilling willing fair 
Bleſſing the grapes that could diſpenſe 
The happy, happy, impudence. 
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ODE LIL 
- THE ROSE, 


af VOME, lyriſt ! tune thy harp, and play 
Re ſponſive to 5 vocal lay; 


Gently touch it while I ſing 
The roſe, the glory of the ſpring, 

To heaven the role in fragrance flies, 
The ſweeteſt incenſe of the ſkies. 
Thee, joy of earth! when vernal hours 
Pour forth a blooming waſte of flow'rs, 
The gayly-ſmilin ces wear 
A wn their loving hair; 
Thee, Venus, queen of beauty loves, 


And, crown'd with thee, more graceful moves. 


In fabled ſong and tuneful lays, 
Their fav'rite roſe the Muſes praiſe. 
To pluck the roſe the virgin-train 
With blood their pretty fingers ſtain, 
Nor dread the pointed terrors round 
That threaten and inflit a wound. 


dee how they wave the charming toy, 
Now kiſs, now ſnuff the fragrant joy 


The roſe the poets ftrive to praiſe, 
And for it od exchange their bays; 
O! ever to the ſprightl Feaſt 
Admitted, welcome, pleaſing gueſt ! 
But chiefly when the goblet flows, 
And roſy wreathes adorn dur brows. 

Lovely, ſmiling roſe! how ſweet 
The object where thy beauties meet 
Aurora with a bluſhing ray |. 
And roſy fingers ſpreads the day: 
The graces more enchanting ſhow 
When roſy bluſhes paint their ſnow ; 
And ev'ry pleas'd beholder ſeeks - 
The roſe in Cytherea's cheeks. - 
When pain afflicts or ſickneſs 3 
Its juice the drooping _ relieves 
: : . 
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And, after death, its odours ſhed 

A. pleaſing. fragrance o'er the dead: 

And when its with'ring charms decay, F 

And ſinking, fading, die away, 5 40 
Triumphant, o'er the rage of time | 

It keeps the fragrance of its prime. 

Come, lyriſt! join to ſing the birth 
Of this ſweet offspring of the earth. 
When Venus from the ocean's bel 4383 
Rais'd o'er the waves her lovely head ; f 
When warlike Pallas ſprung from Jove | 
Tremendous to the pow'rs above, 
© To grace the world the teeming earth 
Gave the fragrant infant birth ; 50 
And This,” ſhe cry d, I this ordain 
„ My fav'rite queen of flow'rs to reign!“ 
But firſt the aſſembled gods debate 

The future wonder to create: e 5 | 
Agreed at length, from heaven they threw 55 
A drop of rich nectareous dew ; | | | 

A bramble-ſtem the drop receives, 

And ſtraight the roſe adorns the leaves. 

The gods to Bacchus gave the flow'r, ; 

To grace him in the genial hour, 6560 
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ODE LVI. 
c GROWN YOUNG. 


Yann ſprightly youths my eyes ſurvey 

I too am young and I am gay ; 

In dance my active body ſwims, _ 

And ſudden pinions lift my limbs. 
Haſte, crown, Cybæba, crown my brows 

With garlands of the fragrant roſe ! 

Hence, hoary age !—I now am ſtrong, 

And dance a youth among the young. 

Come then, my friends! the goblet drain; 

Bleſs'd juice I feel thee in each vein, 

See how with active bounds I ſpring, 

How ſtrong and yet how ſweet I ſing! 
How bleſt am I, who thus excel 

In pleafiug arts of trifling well. 


ODE LV. 
THE MARK. | 


"LP ſtately ſteed expreſſive bears 

| A mark imprinted on his hairs : 
The turban that adorns the brows, 
Of Aſia's ſons, the Parthian ſhows ; 
The marks betray the lover's heart 
Deeply engrav'd by Cupid's dart: 

I plainly read them in his eyes 

That looks too fooliſh or too wiſe. 
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ODE LVL 


A LAS! the pow'rs of life decay ; 

My hairs are fall'n, or chang'd to grey; 
The ſmiling bloom and youthful grace 
Is baniſh'd from my faded face. | 
Thus man beholds with weeping eyes ; 
Himſelf half dead before he dies. 

For this, and for the grave I fear, 
And pour the never-ceafing tear. ; 
A. dreadful proſpect ſtrikes my eye; P 
I ſoon muſt ficken, ſoon muſt die; 10 
-. For this the mournful groan I ſhed, 

I dread—alas! the hour I dread! 
What eye can ſtedfaſtly ſurvey 
Death and its dark tremendous way ? 
For ſoon as Fate has clos'd our eyes 
Mandies—for ever, ever dies! | 
All pale, all ſenſeleſs, in the urn; 
Never, ah! never to return! = mY 
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ODE LXIV. 
TO APOLLO, 


Ack more, not uninſpir'd, the ſtring 


I waken, and ſpontaneous ſing. 
No Pythick laurel-wreath I claim, 


That lifts Ambition into fame: 


My voice unbidden tunes the lay; 
Some god impels, and I obey. 

Liſten, ye grove !-—The mule prepares 
A ſacred ſong, in Phrygian airs, _ 


Such as the ſwan expiring ſings 


Melodious by Cayſter's ſprings, | 

While liſt' ning winds in ſilence hear, 

And to the gods the muſic bear. 

_ Celeſtial muſe! attend, and bring 

Thy aid, while I thy Phoebus fing : 

To Phcebus and the mule belong 

The laurel, lyre, and Delphic ſong. 
Begin, begin, the lofty ſtrain 

How Phcebus lov'd, but lov'd in vain ; 

How Daphne fled his guilty flame, 

And ſcorn'd a god that offer'd ſhame: 

With glorious pride his yows ſhe hears; 

And heav'n, indulgent to her pray'rs, 


To laurel chang'd the nymph, and gave 
Her foliage to reward the brave. DN 


Ah! how on wings of love convey'd 


He flew to claſp the panting maid ! | | 
Now, now, o'ertakes !—but heaven deceives 3 


His -hope—he ſeizes only leaves. 


Why fires my raptur'd breaſt? ah! why? 


Ah! whither ſtrives my ſoul to fly? 
I feel the pleaſing frenzy ſtrong, 
Impulſive to ſome nobler ſong: 

Let, let the wanton faney play, 
But guide it, leſt it devious ſtray; 
But oh! in vain, my muſe denies 
Her aid, a ſlave to lovely eyes. 


141 


10 


IS 


20 


25 


30 


35 


1142 TRANSLATIONS, 
Suffice it to rehearſe the pains 
Of bleeding nymphs and dying fwains, 
Nor dare to wield the ſhafts of Love | 
That wound the gods and conquer Jove. 4 
I yield; adieu the lofty ſtrain! | 
I am Anacreon once again 
Again the melting ſong I play 
Attemper'd to the vocal lay. ä | 
See! ſee! how with attentive ears | 45 
The youth imbibe the nectar'd airs, 
And quaff, in flow'ry ſhades reclin'd, « _ 
My precepts to regale the mind, „ 48 
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